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Out qui conducti plorant in Ts dicunt 
Et faciunt prope plura dolentibus ex animo , ſic 
Deriſor vero plus eee movetur. Hor. 
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PREFACE 
He Rehearſal of this Comedy was ho- 
nour'd with the preſence of a very great 

Man, who is as diſtinguiſh'd by his fine un- 

derſtanding, as high Quality, The innocence 

of it mov'd him to the humanity of expreſ- 
ſing himſelf in it's favour, ?*Tis his manner 
to be pleas'd where he is not offended; a con- 
deſcenſion which delicate Spirits are oblig'd to 
for their own eaſe ; for they would have but 

a very ill time of it, if they ſuffer'd them ſelves 

to be diverted with nothing, but what could 

bear their judgment. 

Tuhat elegant, and illuſtrious Perſon, will, 

I hope, pardon my gratitude to the Town , 

which obliges me to report ſo ſubſtantial a 

reaſon for their approbation of this Play, as 

that he permitted it: But I know not in 

what words to thank my. Fellow-Soldiers , 

for their warmth and zeal in my behalf; 

nor to what to attribute their undeſerv'd 
favour , except it be that 'tis habitual to 'em 
to run to the ſuccour of thoſe they ſee in 


danger. | 
The ſubject of the Drama tis hop'd will 
be acceptable to all Lovers of Mankind , 
ſince Ridicule is partly levell'd at a ſett of 
People who live in impatient hopes to ſee 
us out of the world, a flock of Ravens 
that attend this numerous City for their 
carkaſes. But indeed 'tis not in the power of 
any pen to ſpeak em better than they do them- 
ſelves; as for example, On a door ] juſt now 
A 2 paſt 
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paſt by, a great Artiſt thus informs us of his 
cures upon the dead; , 


W. W. Known and approved for his Art 
of Embalming , having perſerved the | Corps 


of a. Gentlewoman ſweet and entire thirteen 


Years, without embowelling + and has reduced 
the Bodies of ſeveral Perſons of Quality to fwveet- 
neſs in Flanders, and Ireland , after nine 
months putrefaction in the ground, and they 
were known by their Friends in England. No 
Man performeth the like, 


He muſt needs be ſtrangely in love with 
this life, who is not touch'd with this kind 


invitation to be pickl'd; and the noble Ope- 
rator muſt be allow'd a very uſeful perſon 
for bringing old Friends together : nor would 


it be unworthy his labour, to give us an ac-- 
count at large, of the ſweet converſation that 
aroſe, upon meeting ſuch an entire Friend as 


he mentions. 


But to be ſerious ; Is there any thing, 
but it's. being downright fact, could make a | 
rational Creature believe 'twere poſſible to 
arrive at this phantaſtick poſthumous folly ? 7 
Not at the ſame time but that 'twere Buffoo- 
nery rather than Satyr to explode all funeral 
honours ; but then it is certainly neceſſary to 
make em ſuch that the Mourners ſhould be 
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in earneſt , and the lamented worthy of our 
ſorrow : but this purpoſe is ſo far from being 


ſerv'd, that it is utterly deſtroy'd by the man- 
ner of proceeding among us, where the ob- 
| | ſequies 7 
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PREFACE. - # 
ſequies which are due only to the beſt and 
higheſt of Humane race ( to admoniſh their 
ſhort Survivors that neither Wit, nor Va- 
lour, nor Wiſdom nor Glory can ſuſpend 
our Fate) are proſtituted, aud beſtow'd upon 
ſuch as have nothing in common with Men , 
but their mortality. 7 

But the dead Man is not to paſs off fo 
eaſily, for his laſt thoughts are alſo to 
ſuffer diſſection; and it ſeems there is an 
Art to be learn't to ſpeak our own ſenſe in 


other men's words ; and a Man in a Gown 


that never ſaw his face, ſhall tell you imme- 
diately the deſign of the deceas'd ,, better than 
all his old acquaintance; Which is ſo perfect 


an Hocus- pocus, that without you can repeat 


ſuch and ſuch words , you cannot convey 
what is in your hands into another's. . But far 
be it from any Man's thoughts: to ſay there 


are not Men of ſtrict integrity of the Long 


Robe, tho" it is not every body's good for- 
tune to meet with em. 
However the daily legal villanies we ſee 


committed, willi alſo be eſteem'd things pro- 


per to be proſecuted by Satyr; nor could our 
enſuing Legiſlative do their Country a more 
ſeaſonable office than to look into the diſtreſſes 
of an unhappy People, who groan perhaps in 
as much miſery under intangled, as they could 
do under broken Laws : Nor could there be 
a reward high enough aſſign'd for a great Ge- 
nius , if ſuch may be found, who has capa- 
city ſufficient to glance through the falſe co- 
lours that are put upon us, and propoſe to 

1 3 the 


6 PREFACE. 
the Engliſs World, a method of making Ju- 


ſtice flow in an uninterrupted ſtream. There 
is ſo clear a Mind in being, whom we will 
name in words that of al: Men breathing can 
be only ſaid of him: Tis he that is excel- 
lent, | | 1 


Seu linguam cauſis acuit, ſeu civica jura 
Keſpouſare parat, ſeu condit amabile carmen. 


Other Enemies that may ariſe againſt this 
poor Play are indeed leſs terrible, but much 
more powerful than theſe, and they are the 
Ladies; but if there is any thing that argues a 
ſower'd Man, who laſhes all for Lady Brump- 
ton; we may hope there will be ſeen alſo a 
devoted Heart, that eſteems all for Lady 
Sharlote, | | 


P RO. 
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PROLOGUE. 


| Ature's deſerted and Dramatick Art, 
Io dazle now the eye, has left the heart: 

Gay lights, and dreſſes , long extended Scenes , 

Dzmons and Angels moving in Machines, 

All that can now or pleaſe or fright the Fair 

May be perform'd without a Writer's care, 

And is the skill of Carpenter, not Player. 

Old Shakeſpear's days could not thus far advance; 

But what's his Buskin to our Ladder-dance * © 

In the mid region a ſilk Youth to ſtand, 

With that unweildy Engine at command ! 

Gorg'd with intemp rate meals while here you ſit , 

Well may you take activity for Wit. 

Fie , let confuſion on ſuch dulneſs ſeize : 

Bluſh you're ſo pleas d, as we that ſo we pleaſe. 

But we ſtill kind to your inverted ſence , 

Do moſt unnatural things once more diſpenſe. 

For ſince you're ſtill prepoſt'rous in delight, 

Our Author made, a full houſe to invite, 

A Mineral a Comedy to-night. 

Nor does he fear that you will take the hint, 

And let the Funeral his own be meant; 

No, in Old England nothing can be done 

Without a Faction good or ill be won; 

To own this our frank Author does not fear , 

But hopes for a prevailing party here; (it, 

He knows h has num'rous Friends, yea knows they'll ſhow 

And for the Fellow-Soldier ſave the Poet. 
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DRAMATIS 


PERSONA. 


M * N. 


Ord BR UMPTON. 
Lord HARDY, San to Lord Brumpton. 

Mr. CAMPLEY. 
Mr. TxusrTr, Steward to Lord WOE 
CABINET. 
Mr. SABLE, an Undertaker. 
PuUzLE, a Lawyer. 
TRIX, Servant to Lord Hardy, 
T 6, the naps 8 Clerk. 


W O M E N. 


Lady BRUMPT ON, 

Lady SHARLOT. Orphan-Siſters . left in 
Lady HaRRIOr. 18 to Lord Brumpian. 4 
Mademoiſelle d EPINGLE. 

TAT TLEAIPD. 

Mrs. FAR DINGAL E. 

KATE MATCHLO ck. 


Viſitant-Ladies „ Sable's Servants , Recruits, &c. 


SCENE, Covent-Garden. 
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Enter Cabinet, Sable, Campley. 


CABINE x. 


SINN Burſt into laughter, I can't bear to ſee 
$72 1 53 Writ over an Undertaker's door, Dreſſes 


for the Dead, and Neceſſaries for Fu- 
C0000 ha, ha! 
Sab. Well Gentlemen, 'tis very well; 
I know you are of the Laughers, the Waits that 
rake the liberty to deride all things that are Magm- 
| ficent and Solemn. | 
Cam. Nay , but after all, I can't but admire. 
Sable's nice diſcerning on the ſuperfluous cares of 
Mankind, that could lead him to the thought of 
3 A 5 raiſing 


10 The FUNERAL: Or, 
raiſing an Eſtate by providing Horſes, Equipage, 
and Furniture, for thoſe that no longer need em. 

Cab. But is it not ſtrangely contradictory, that 

Men can come to fo open, ſo apparent an hypo- 
criſy , as in the face of all the World, to hire 
profeſs'd Mourners to grieve, lament, and follow 
in their ſtead, their neareſt Relations; and ſuborn 
others to do by Art, what they themſelves ſhould 
be prompted ro by Nature ? 
Sab. That's reaſonably enough ſaid: but they 
regard themſelves only in all they act for the 
Deceas'd ; and the poor Dead are deliver'd ro my 
cuſtody , to be embalm'd , flaſh'd , cut, and 
drag'd about; not to do them honour , but to ſa- 
tisty the vanity or intereſt of their Survivors. 

Campley Aſide to Cabinet.) This Fellow's every 
way an undertaker : How well and luckily he 
talks! His prating fo aptly , has methinks ſome- 
thing more ridiculous in it , than if he were 
abſurd. | 

Cab. But, as Mr. Campley ſays, how could you 
dream of making a Fortune from ſo chimerical a 
foundation , as the proviſion of things wholly 
needleſs and infignificant ? | 

Sab. Alas Gentlemen , the value of all things 
under the Sun is merely fantaſtick : We run , we 
ftrive , and purchaſe things with our blood and 
money, quite foreign to our intrinſick real hap- 
pineſs, and which have a being in imagination 
only ; as you may ſee by the pudder that is made 
about Precedence, Titles, Court-favour, Mai- 
denheads, and China-ware. 

Cam. Ay, Mr. Sable, but all thoſe are objects 
that promote our joy , are bright to the eye, or 
ſtamp upon our minds pleaſure, and ſelf-ſatis- 
faction. 

Sab. Vou are extremely miſtaken Sir; for one 
would wonder to conſider that after all our outcrys 
| againſt 


laaſt month. 


for it? 
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againſt ſelf-intereſted Men, there are few, very 
few in the whole World that live to themſelves , bur 
ſacrifice their boſom bliſs to enjoy a vain ſhow and 
appearance of proſperity in the eyes of others. And 
there is often nothing more inwardly diſtreſs'd , 


than a young Bride in her glittering retinue, or 
deeply joyful , than a young Widow in her weeds | 


and black train ; of both which, the Lady of this 
houſe may be an inſtance ; for ſhe has been the 


one, and is, I'll be ſworn, the other. 


Cab. You talk, Mr. Sable, moſt learnedly. 
Sab. I have the deepeſt learning, Sir, Expe- 
rience. Remember your Widow-coulin that married 


Cab. Ay, But how cou'd you imagine ſhe was 
in all that grief a Hipocrite? Could all thoſe 


 ſhreiks , thoſe ſwoonings , that riſing falling 


boſom be couſtrain'd ? You're uncharicable , Sable 
to believe it. What colour, what reaſon had you 


Sab. Firſt, Sir, her carriage in her concerns 


with me; for I never yet could meet with ſor- 


rowful Ręlict, but was her ſelf enough to make a 
hard bargain with me: Vet I muſt confeſs they 
have frequent interruptions of grief & ſorrow when 
they read my Bill. But as for her, nothing ſhe 
reſolv'd that look'd bright or joyous , ſhould after 
her Love's death approach her. All her Servants 
that were not coal-black muſt turn out. A fair 
complexion made her eyes & heart axe, ſhe'd 
none but downright jet: and to exceed all example 


ſhe hir'd mourning-furnitute by the year , & in 


caſe of my mortality ty'd my Son to the ſame 
article; ſo in fix weeks time ran away with a 
young Fellow. Prithee puſh on briskly , Mr. 
Cabinet , now 1s your time to have this Widow , 
for Tattleaid tells me ſhe always faid ſhe'd never 
marry. _ | | 


Cab, 
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Cab. As You ſay that's generally the moſt hope- 
ful ſign. N 

Sab. I tell you Sir , 'tis an infalliable one. You 
know thoſe profeſſions are only to introduce diſ- 
courſe of matrimony aud young Fellows. 

Cab. But I ſwear I could not have confidence, 
ev'n after all our long acquaintance , and the mu- 
tual Love which his Lordſhip (who indeed has 
now been ſo kind as to leave us) has ſo long in- 


_ terrupred , to mention a thing of ſuch a nature ſo 


unſeaſonably. i 
Sab. Unſeaſonably ! Why I tell you tis the only 
ſcaſon , granting her ſorrow unfeign'd. When 


would you ſpeak of paſſion , bur in the midſt cf 


Paſſions ? There's a what de' call, a Criſis. The 
lucky minute that's ſo talk'd of, is a moment 
between joy and grief, which you muſt take hold 
of, and puſh your fortune. But get you in, and 


you'll beſt read your fate in the reception Mrs. 


Tartleaid gives you. All ſhe ſays and all ſhe does, 
nay her very love and hatred are mere repetition 
of her Ladyihip's paſſions. I'll ſay that for her, 
ſhe's a true Lady's Woman; and is her ſelf as much 
a ſecond hand thing as her cloaths. But I muſt 
ky your pardon Gentlemen , my People are come 

. | 
( Exeunt Cab. and Camp. 


Enter Sable's Men. 
Where in the name of goodneſs have you all been? 


have you brought the ſaw- duſt & tar for embalming? 


Have you the hangings. and the ſix- penny nails , 
and my Lord's coat of Arms? 

Serv. Yes Sir, and had come ſooner , but I went 
to the Herald's for a Coat for Alderman Gather- 
grea/e that dy'd laſt night; he has promis'd to in- 
vent one againſt to- morrow. 805 14 

Sab. Ah! Pox take ſome of our Cits; the firſt 

| thing 


G RIEFA-LA-NMODE. 13 
thing after their death is to take care of their birth 
Pox ! let him bear a pair of ſtockings , he's the 
firſt of his Family that ever wore one. Well, come 
you that are to be Mourners in this houſe, put on 
your {ad looks, and walk by me that I may ſort 
you. Ha you ! a little more upon the diſmal ; 
( forming their countenances) this Fellow has x good 
mortal look , place him near the Corps. That 
wanſcot face muſt be o'top of the Stairs; that 
Fellow almoſt in a fright , that looks as if he 
were full of ſome ſtrange miſery , at the entrance 
of the Hall. So- but I'll fix you all my ſelf. 
Let's have no laughing now on any provocation: 
males faces) Look yonder , that hale well looking 
Puppy: You ungrateful Scoundrel ; did not I pity 
you, take you out of a great Man's (ſervice , and 
ſhow you the pleaſure of receiving wages? Did 
not I give you ten, then fifreen , now twenty 
ſhillings a week, to be ſorrowful; and the more 
I give you, I think, the gladder you are. 


Enter a Boy. 


Boy. Sir, the Grave-digger of St. Timothy's in the 
fields would ſpeak with you. 1 
Sab. Let him come in. Enter Grave- diggen. 
Grav. I carry d home to your houſe the Shrowd 
the Gentleman was buried in laſt night; I could 
not get his ring off very eaſily, reps e I brought 
the Hager and all; and Sir, the Sexton gives his 
Service to you, and deſires to know whether 
you'd have any Bodies remov'd or not : if 
not, he'll let 'em lie in their graves a week 
longer. | 
Sab. Give him my ſervice ; I can't tell readily , 
but tell him our Friend, Dr. Paſſeport with the 
powder, has promiſed me ſix or Wo funerals 
this week. T'll ſend to our Country-farm at _ 
| ing- 
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ſington-Gravel-Pits , and our City houſe in War- b 
wick-lane for news; you ſhall know time enough. q 
Hark'e , be ſure there's care taken to give my Lady b 
Languiſhe's Woman a Fee , to keep out that B 
young Fellow came laſt from Oxford ; He'll ruine - 
us all. 

n 

n 


Enter Goody Traſh. 


I wonder Goody Traſh you could not be more puis 
tual; when J told you, I wanted you and your two P 
Daughters to he three Virgins to- night, to ſtand in 
white about my Lady Katherine Griſſel's body; and 
0 know you were privately to bring her home 

rom the Man-Mid-wife's, where ſhe dy'd in Child- 


birth, to be buried like a Maid: But there is no- bs 
thing minded. Well I have put off that till to-mor- 4 
row : go and get your bagg of brickduſt and your «© 
whiting. Go and ſell to the Cook-maids ; know pb 
who has ſurfeired about Town: bring me no bad 1 
news, none of your recoverys again. And you Mr. 11 
Blockhead , I warrant you have not call'd at Mr. tr 
Peſiles the Apothecary: Will that fellow never pay AM . 
me? I ſtand bound for all the Poiſon in that Rtar-= 7 
ving Murderer's ſhop : He ſerves me juſt as Pr. © 
Quibus did, who promis'd ro write a Treatiſe te 
againſt Water-gruel, a damn'd healthy flop, that p 
has done me more injury than all the Faculty. , 
Look you now, you're all upon the ſneer; let me ff 
have none but downright ſtupid countenances. e- 
I've a good mind to turn you all off, and take peo- f 
ple out of the Play-houſe : but hang em they are 
as ignorant of their parts as you are of yours; they fe 
never act but when they ſpeak ; when the chief 
indication of the mind is in the geſture, or indeed n 
in caſe of ſorrow in no geſture , except you were I 


to act a Widow, or ſo. But yours you Dolts , 


is all in dumb ſhow ; Dumb ſhow ! I mean ex- 
| preſſive 
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reſſive eloquent ſhow : as who can ſee ſuch an 
. ugly Phiz as that Fellow's, and not be 
ſhock d, offended , and kill'd of all joy while he 
beholds it? But we mult not loiter - ye ſtupid 
Rogues whom I have pick d out of all the rubbiſh 
of Mankind, and fed for your eminent worthleſs- 
neſs, attend and know , that I ſpeak you this mo- 
ment {tiff and immutable Makes mouths at em 
to all ſenſe of noiſe , mirth, as they paſs by him, to 
or laughter : So they are bring em to a con- 

pretty well---pretty well--- C ſtant countenance. 
| Exeunt. 

Enter Truſty , Lord Brumpton. 


Tru. Twas fondneſs Sir, and tender duty to you, 
who have been ſo worthy and ſo juſt a Maſter 
to me , made me ſtay near you : they left me fo, 
and there I found you wake from your lethargick 
2 fumber ; on which I will aſſume an authority to 


beſeech you, Sir, to make juſt uſe of your reviv'd 
life, in ſeeing who are your true Friends, aud know- 


ing her who has ſo wrought upon your noble na- 
ture, as to make it act againſt it ſelf in diſinheriting 


2 your brave Son. 


Lor. Sure tis impoſlible ſhe ſhould be ſuch a 
Creature as you tell. me. My mind reflects upon 
ten thouſand endearments that plead unanſwera- 
bly for her : Her chaſt reluctant love , her eaſy 
obſervance of all my wayward humours, to which 
ſhe would accommodate her ſelf with ſo much 
eaſe, I could ſcarce obſerve it was a Virtue in her; 
ſhe hid her very Patience. 

Tru. It was all Art, Sir, or indifference to you; 
for what I fay is downright matter of fact. | 

Lor. Why did'ſt thou ever tell me it ? or why 
not in my life-time? for I muſt call-it ſo; norcan 
I date a minute mine, after her being falſe ; all paſt 

— that 


——— — 3 ————êłöQ ha 8 
—— - I x 1 
* © » 2 > — 


HS AG — x ery 2 


SY" ory — 


n 


„„ e 2— 0 
— — — 
——ͤ — . — 


— 4 RI 
— — — 


r 


5 — rn 
CVE». r „1 —— — 


—ñ̃ñ — — 


— — 


16 The FUNERAL: Or, 
that moment is death and darkneſs : Why did'ſt 
thou not tell me then I ſay ? 

Tru. Becauſe you were too much in love with 
her to be inform'd ; nor did I ever know a man 
that touch'd on conjugal affairs, could ever reconcile 
the jarring humours , but in a common hatred of 
the intermedler. But on this moſt extraordinary 
occaſion , which ſeems pointed out by Heav'n it 
ſelf to diſengage you from your cruelty , and baniſh- 
ment of an innocent Child, Imuſt, I will conjure 

ou to be conceal'd ; and do but contain your ſelf, in 
bing one diſcourſe with that curs'd inſtrument 
of all her ſecrets, that Tattleaid, and you'll ſee what 
I tell you. Youll call me then your Guardian and 
good Genius. | | 3 

Lor. Well you ſhall govern me; but would 1 had 
dy'd in earneſt, ee I'd known it: my head ſwims, |: 
as it did when I fell into my fit, at the thoughts of 
it. How dizzy a place is this World you live in! All 
haman life's a mere Vertigo ! 2 

Tru. Ay, ay, My Lord, fine reflections, fine | 
refletions , but that does no buſineſs, Thus Sir, 
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we'll ſtand conceal'd and hear I doubt not a much 


fincerer dialogue than uſual between vitious per- 
ſons ; for a late accident has giv'n a little jealouſy : 
which makes em over- act their love and confidence 
in each other. 8 ( They rerire. 


Enter Widow and Tattleaid meeting and 
running to each other, 


Wid. Oh Tattleaid! His and our hour is come! 
Tatt. I always faid by his Church-yard-cough , | 
you'd bury him, bur ſtill you were impatient. 
Wid. Nay , thou,haſt ever been my comfort, my 
Confident, my Friend, and my Servant; and now 
]'ll reward thy pains: for tho' I ſcorn the whole Sex 
of Fellows, I'll give em hopes for thy ſake ; _ F 
mile 
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frown , every geſture, humor, caprice and whim- 
ley of mine, ſhall be Gold to thee Girl; thou ſhalt 
feel all the ſweet and wealth of being a fine rich 
Widow's Woman. Oh! how my head runs my 
firſt year out, and jumps to all the joys of Widow- 
hood ! If thirteen months hence a Friend ſhould 
haul one to a Play, one has a mind to ſee: what 
pleaſure twill be when my Lady Brumpton's Foot- 
man's call'd (who kept a place for that very pur- 
poſe) to make a ſudden inſurrection of fine Wigs 
in the Pit , and Side-Boxes. Then with a pretty 
ſorrow in one's face, and a willing bluth for being 
ſtar'd at, one ventures to look round and bow , 
to one of one's own Quality , thus (very directly) 
To a ſmug pretending Fellow of no fortune, thus 


( (as ſearce ſeeing him) To one that writes Lam 
poons, thus (fearfully) To one one really loves, thus 
( looking down) To one's Women--acquainrance , 


from Box to Box, thus (with looks differently fa- 
milar) And when one has done one's part, obſerve 
the Actors do their's, but with my mind fixt not 
On thoſe I look at, but thoſe that look at me. 
Then the Serenades! The Lovers! 

Tat. Oh Madam, you make my heart bound 
within me. Ill warrant you Madam, I'll manage 


em all; and indeed Madam, the Men are really 


very filly creatures, 'tis no ſuch hard matter- 
They Rulers ! They Governours ! I warrant you 
indeed! 

 Wid. Ay Tattleaid , they imagine themſelves 
mighty things , bur Government founded on force 
only , 1s a brutal power. We rule them by their 
affections , which blinds them into a belief that they 
rule us, or at leaſt are in the government with us; 


But in this Nation our power is abſolute. Thus, 


thus, we ſway --- (playing her fan) A fan is both 
the Standard, and the Flag of England. I laugh 
to ſee the Men go our errands , ſtrut in 3 Of- 
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fices , live in cates, hazards and ſcandals, to come 
home, and be Fools to us in brags of their diſ- 
patches, negotiations, and their wiſdoms ; as my 
good dear deceas'd us'd to entertain me; which I 
to relieve my ſelf from, would liſp ſome filly 
requelt , pat him on the face: He ſhakes his head 
at my pretty folly , calls me Simpleton; gives me 
a Jewel, then goes to-bed ſo wiſe, ſo ſatisfyed and 
ſo deceiv'd ! | 
Tar. Bur I proteſt Madam , I've always won- 


_ der'd how you could accompliſh my young Lord's 
being diſinherited. 


Wid. Why Tarty , you muſt know my late 
Lord (how prettily that ſounds , my late Lord!) 
But 1 ſay my late Lord Frible was all generoſity, 
I preſs'd him there; and whenever you by my 
order, had told him ſtories to my Son in law's 


diſadvantage , in his rage and reſentment , I 1 


( whole intereſt lay otherwiſe ) always fell on my 
knees ro 1mplore his pardon , and with tears , 
ſighs, and importunities for him prevail'd againſt 


him. Beſides this, you know 1 had when I pleas'd 
Fits: Fits are a mighty help in the government of 
a good-natur'd Man; but to an ill-natur'd Fellow 
have a care of em: He'll hate you for natu- 
ral infirmities „ will remember your face in 
it's diſtortion , and not value your return of 


beauty. 


head- peice. But now dear Madam, is the hard 
task, if I may take the liberty ro ſay it: to 
enjoy all freedoms, and ſeem to abſtain ; to ma- 
nage the number of Pretenders , and keep the diſ- 
oblig'd from prating. | 

Wid. Never fear Tattleaid; while you have rich- 
es if you affront one to, abuſe , you can give 
hopes to another to defend you: theſe Maxims I 


Tat. Oh rare Madam !. Your Ladiſhip's a yu | 
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have been 3 up all my Husband's life-time; for 


we muſt provide againſt calamities. 


Tat. But now Madam, a fine young Gentleman 
With a red coat, that dances — : 

Mid. You may be ſure the happy man (if it be 
in fare that there 1s a happy man to make me 


an unhappy Woman) ſhall not be an old one 


again: Ape and Youth married , 1s the cruelty in 
Dryden's Virgil , where Mezentius tyes the dead 
and living together: I'm ſure I was ty'd to a dead 
Man many a long day before I durſt bury bim. 
But the day is now my own. Yet now I think 
on't, Tartleaid, be ſure to keep an obſtinate ſhy- 
neſs to all our old acquaintance. Let em talk 
of favours if they pleaſe ; if we grant em ſti!) , 
they'll grow Tyrants to us; if we diſcard 'em, the 
chaſt and innocent will not believe we could 
have confidence to do it, were it ſo ; and 
the wiſe if they believe it, will applaud our pru- 
a_ = . | 

att. Ay Madam---I believe Madam---I {peak 
Madam, but my humble ſence Mr. Cabinet would 
marry you. . . | 

Wid. Marry me Noo Tatzleaid : He that is ſo 
mean as to marry a Woman after an affair with 
her, will be ſo baſe as to upbraid that very 
weakneſs : He that marries his Wench will uſe 
her like his Wench: Such a pair mult ſure live in a 
ſecret mutual ſcorn of each other; and Wedloek 
is Hell, if at leaſt one fide does not love; as it 
would be Heav'n if both did; and I believe it ſo 
much Heav'n as to think it was never enjoy'd in 


this World: 
Enter a Woman. 
Wom, A Gentleman to Mrs. Tattleaid --- 


i (Ex. Tatt, 
B 2 Wild «s 
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Wid. Go to him. Bleſs me how careleſs and open 
have I been to this ſubtle creature in the caſe of 
Cabinet; ſhe's certainly in his intereſt. We peose / 
ple of condition are never guarded enough againſt | 
thoſe about us. They watch when our minds boi! 
over with joy or greif to come in upon us. How | 
miſerable tis to have one one hates always about one, 1 
and when one can't endure one's own reflection 
upon ſome actions, who can bear the thoughts of 
another upon em? Bur ſhe has me by deep deep 
Secrets. The Halians they ſay can readily remove 


Gloves! This Wench 1 know has play'd me falſe, 
and horn'd me in my Gallants : Oh 7aly I could 
reſign all my female Engliſh Liberty to thee , for 
thy much dearer female pleaſure Revenge! Well, 5 
what's the matter dear Tatty? 4 5 


Enter Tattleaid. 3 bas 


BE 


hos 
4 


Tatt. The matter Madam, why Madam, Coun- 
cellor Puzzle is come to wait on your Ladiſhip about 
the Will, and the Conveyance of the Eſtate; there 10 
mult it ſeems bè no time loſt for fear of things. Fie, he 
Fie, Madam you a Widow theſe three hours, . 
and not look'd on a Parchment yet; Oh impious g= 
to neglect the will of the dead! | 9 bet, 

Wid. As you ſay indeed there is no will of a Hus- Hu 


F 


in, and receive him in my formalities; — on ! 
a Couch, as — poſture as his going behind 


his desk when he ſpeaks to a Client. But do you bring 
him in hither till I'm ready. | 4 -—_ 
Tat, Mr. Councelour , Mr, Councelour ! = 
| | (calling. and 
| . Ive 
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| Enter Puzzle and Clerk. 


Puz. Servant good Madam Tartleaid; my ancient 
Friend is gone, but buſineſs muſt be minded, 

Tat. Itold my Lady twice or thrice , as ſhe lies 
in dumb grief on the Couch within, that you were 
here; but ſhe regarded me not, However 
ſince you ſay tis of ſuch moment, 1'11 venture to in- 
troduce you; pleaſe but to repolc here a little, while 
I ſtep in; for methinks I woulda little prepare her. 
3 5 | | (Exit Tattleaid., 
3 Puz. Alas! Alas! Poor Lady OE 
Damn'd Hypocrites! Well this Noble's death is a 
little ſudden ; Therefore pray let me recollect. 
'J Open the bag good Tom; now Jom, thou art my 
2 Nephew , my dear Siſter Kate's only Son, aud my 
Heir, therefore I will conceal from thee on no oc- 
caſion, any thing For I would enter thee into 
-Z buſineſs as ſoon as poſſible. Know then Child 
that the Lord of this Houſe was one of your Men 
of Honour and Senſe , who loſe the latter in the 
former, and are apt to take all men to be like 
themſelves, Now this Gentleman intirely truſted 
me, and I made the only uſe a man of buſineſs can 
of a Truſt; I cheated him : for J imperceptibly, 
before his face made his whole Eſtate liable to an 
Hundred per Ann. for my ſelf , for good ſervices 
ec. As for Legacies they are good or not, as I 
pleaſe. For ler me tell you, a man muſt rake pen, 
ink and paper, fir down by an old Fellow , and 
pretend to take directions; but a true Lawyer never 
makes any man's Will bur his own; and as the 
& Pricſt of old among us got near the dying Man, 
and gave all to the Church, fo now the Lawyer 
gives all to the Law. 5 

Clerk. Ay Sir, but Prieſts then cheated the Na- 
11% | 3 " 
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tion by doing their Offices in an unknown lan- 
he CES 5 noe 

Pux. True, but our's is a way much ſurer, for 
we cheat in no language at all , but loll in our 
own Coaches , eloquent in gibberiſh , and learned 


in juggle. Pull out the Parchment , there's the 


Deed ; I made it as long as I could. Well I hope 
to lee the day, when the Indenture ſhall be the exact 


meaſure of the Land that paſſes by it; For tis a 
diſcouragement to the Gown , that every ignorant 
Rogue of an Heir ſhould in a word or two under- 
ſtand his Father's meaning, and hold ten Acres of 
Land, by half an Acre of Parchment. Nay I hope 
to {ee the time when that wherin there is indeed 
ſome progreſs made, ſhall be wholly effected: 
and by che improvement of the noble Art of Tau- 
tology every Inn in Holborn an Iun's of Court. Let 


others think of Logick Rhetorick and 1 know not I 


what impertinence, but mind thou Tautology. |} 


What's the firſt excellence ina Lawyer? Tautology. |. 
What the ſecond ? Tautology. What the third? Tau- 
tology; as an old Pleader {aid of Action. But Turn 
to the Deed; (Pulls out an immeaſurable Parchment) 
For the Will is of no force if I pleaſe, for he was 
not capable of making one after the former, as 1 ma- 
nag'd it; upon which account I now wait oh my La-. 
dy. By the way do you know the true meaning of 
me word a Deed? © oh i 5 5 = 
Cl. Ay, Sir, a Deed is, as if a man ſhould ſay 
the Deed. * %%% LE On 
Puz. Right : Tis emphatically ſo call'd, becauſe 
after it all Deeds and Actions are of no effect: and you 
have nothing to do but hang your ſelf , the only) 
vou 


3 


the uſe of Tautology, read toward the mi 
that Inſtrument, _ | E 
Clerk reads) I the ſaid Earl of Brumpton , Do 


give, Beſtow, Grant and Bequeath, over & above 


the 
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che ſaid premiſes, all the Site and Capital Meſ- 
ſuage ca!l'd by the name of Oatham, and all Out- 
houſes, Barns , Stables and other Ædifices, and 
Buildings, . Yards, Orchards, Gardens, Feilds, 
Arbors, Trees, Lands, Earths, Medows , Greens, 
Paſtors, Feedings, Woods, Underwoods, Ways, 
Waters, Watercourſes, Fiſhings , Ponds, Pools, 
Commons, Common of Paſture, Paths, Heath- 
thickets, Profits, Commodities, and Emolu- 
ments, with their, and every of their Appurtenan- 
ces whatſoever, to the ſaid ( Puzzle nods and ſnears as 
Capital Meſluage, and ſite ) the Synonimous words are 
belonging or in any wiſe ) repeating , whom L. B. 
appertaining , or with the ſcornfully mimicks. 
ſame heretofore uſed , occupied, or enjoy'd , accep- 
ted, executed, known, or taken as part, parcel, 
or member of the ſame, containing in the whole, 
by eſtimation four hundred Acres of the large 
meaſure , or thereabouts , be the ſame more or 
leſs , all and ſingular , which the ſaid fire Capital 
Meſſuage, and other the Premiſſes with their, and 
every of their Appurtenances are ſituate, lying and 
being--- „ | 
Pux. Hold hold good Jom; you do come on 
indeed in buſineſs, but don't uſe your noſe enough 
in reading: Why you're quite out, read to be 
Underſtood ; ler me ſee it. I the ſaid Earl (Reads 
in a ridicuious Law-tone , till out of breath) Now 
again ſuppoſe this were to be in Latin. Making 
Latin, is only making it no Engliſh---Ego Predict, 
Comes de Brumpton, Totas meas Barno«, Outhouſas , 


e Stabulas, Yardos, (Runs into Latin terminations) 


But there needs no further peruſal , I now recollect 
the whole. My Lord, by this inſtrument , diſia- 
herits his Son utterly , gives all to my Lady, and 
moreover , grants the Wards of two Fortune- Wards 
to her ; Id eſt, to be ſold by her; which is the ſubject 
of my buſineſs to her Ladyſhip , who methinks a 

| | B 4 liel 
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x little overdoes the affair of grief, in letting me 
wait thus long on ſuch welcome Articles. But 
here--- | | | | 


| Enter Tatt. wiping her eyes. 


Tatt. J have in vain done all I can to make her 
regard me---Pray Mr. Puzzle, you're a Man of ſenſe, 
come in your ſelf, and ſpeak Reaſon, to bring her to 

| {ome conſideration of her ſelf, if poſſible. 4 
| Pux. Tom, Il come down to the Hall to you, 
| Dear Madam, lead on. 

[ (Ex. Clerk one way , Puz. Tat. another, 


- 


Id. B. and Truſty advance from their concealment , 
after a long pauſe and ſtaring at each 
bother. : 


| Ld. B. Truſty, on thy fincerity , on thy fidelity 
L to me thy Friend , thy Patron , and thy Maſter, 
| anſwer me directly to one queſtion : Am I really 
3 alive? Am ] that identical, that numerical, that 
| very ſame Lord Brampton , that--- | | 
| Tru. That very Lord that very Lord Brumpton, 
the very generous, honeſt and good Lord Brumpton, 
who ſpent his ſtrong and riper years, with Ho- 
nor and Reputation, but in his age of decay de- 
clin'd from Virtue. Alſo that very Lord Brumpton 
who buried a fine Lady, who brought him a fine 
Son, who is a fine Gentleman; but in his Age that 
very Man, unſeaſonably captivated with youth and 
| beauty, married a very fine young Lady, who has 
| dishonour'd his bed, diſinherited his brave Son, 
and dances o'er his grave. | 
Ed. B. Oh ! that damn'd Tautologiſt too, that 
Puzzle and his irrevocable Deed ! (Pauſing) Well I 
| know I do not really live, but wander o'er the 
place » Where once I had a Treaſure, I'll haunt 


hex 


| 
| 
| 
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her Trufty , gaze in that falſe beauteous face, till ſhe 


trembles, till ſhe looks pale, nay till ſhe bluſhes.-- 


Tru. Ay, ay, My Lord; you ſpeak a Ghoſt very 


much; There's fleſh, and blood in that expreſſion, 
that falſe beauteous face! : 
Ld. B. Then fince you ſee my weakneſs , be a 
Friend, and arm me with all your care, and all 
our Reaſon. 
Tr. If you'll condeſcend to let me direct you, you 
ſhall cut off this rotten limb your falſe disloyal Wife, 


and fave your noble parts, your Son, your Family. 


your Honour. 
Short is the date in which ill acts prevail, 
But Honeſty's a rock can never fail, 


A r 
Enter Lord Hardy , ſolus. 


Lord Hardy, 
Na indeed, I am utterly undone ; but to 


expect an evil ſoftens the weight of it when 
it happens , and pain no more than pleaſure is in 


reality ſo great as in expectation. But what will 


become of me? How ſhall I keep my {elf ev'n 
above wordly want ? Shall I live at home a ſtiff, 
melancholy , poor man of Quality? Grow uneaſy 
to my Acquaintance as well as my ſelf, by fancyin 
I'm lighted where I am not; with all the thouſan 
particularities , which attend thoſe whom low For- 
tune, and high Spirit make Mal- contents? No: 
we'ye a bravej Prince on the Throne, whole Com- 
Bs miſſion 


( Exeunt 
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miſſion I bear, and a glorious War in an honeſt 
Cauſe, approaching: ( Clapping his hand on his Sword) 
in which this ſhall cut bread for me; and may 
perhaps equal that Eſtate to which my Birth en- 
titled me. But what to do in preſent preſſures--- 
ha! Trim, F ( Calling. 


Enter Trim. 


Tr. My Loid. | | 
L. H. How do the Poor Rogues, that are to re- 
cruit my Company? | 
ITri. Do Sir, they've eat you to your laſt Guinea. 
L. H. Were you at the Agent's? 
p wot 
T. H. Well, and how? | 
Tr. Why Sir for your Arrears, you may have 
eleven ſhillings in the Pound ; but he'll not touch 
your growing Subſiſtence, under three Shillings in 


the Pound intereſt : beſides which you muſt ler his IT 


Clerk Jonathan Item, (ſwear the peace againſt you 
to keep you from duelling, or inſure your life, which 
you may do for eight per cent. On theſe terms he'll | 
_ oblige you; which he would not do for any body | 
elſe in the Regiment, but he has a Friendſhip for | 
Ou. | 1 
j L. H. Oh, I'm his humble Servant: But he muſt * 
have his own terms, we can't ſtarve, nor muſt my 
Fellows want. But methinks this is a calm Mid-night, 
I've heard no Duns to-day. e | 
Tr. Duns , My Lord! Why now Your Father's | 
dead and they can't arreſt you , I ſhall grow a | 
little leſs upon the ſmooth with em than I have | 
been: Why Friend, ſays I, how often muſt I tell | 
you my Lord is not ſtirring : His Lordſhip has 
not ſlept well, you muſt come ſome other time; 
Your Lordſhip will fend for him when you are at 
leiſure to look upon Money affairs: or if they | 
2 85 | 1 are 


are ſo ſawcy , ſo impertinent as to preſs to a man 
of . for their own , there are canes, 
there's Bridewel, there's the Stocks for your ordi- 
nary Tradeſmen. But to a haughty , thriving , 
Covent-Garden Mercer , Silk or Lace-man , Your 
Lordſhip gives your moſt humble ſervice to him, 
hopes his Wife's well; you have Letters to write, 
or you'd ſee him your ſelf ; but you deſire he 
would be with you punctually ſuch a day; 
that's to ſay , the day after you are gone out of 
" au. ©. | | 

Ti. H. Go Sirrah , you're ſcurrilous ; I won't 
believe there are ſuch Men of Quality. D'ye hear, 
give my ſervice this afternoon to Mr. Carpurſe the 
Agent, and tell him I am oblig'd to him for his 
readineſs to ſerve me, for I'm tefolv'd to pay my 


debts forthwith, 


A voice without. 
I dont know whether he's within or not: Mr, 
Trim is my Lord within? | 5 

L. H. Trim , (ce who it is; J an't within you 


know. 
Trim withour. 


Yes Sir, my Lord's above, pray walk up. 
T. E. Who can it be, he owns me to ? 


Enter Camply and Trim. 


Dear Jom Camply, this is kind; Vou are an ex- 
traordinary Man indeed, who in the ſudden acceſ- 
ſion of a noble Fortune, can be ſtill your ſelf, and 

viſit your leſs happy Friends. 
Cam, No you are , my Lord, the exrraordinary 
Man, who on the loſs of an almoſt Princely Fortune, 
| can 
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can be maſter of a temper, that makes you theenvy 
rather than piry of your more fortunate , not more 
happy Friends. | | AB 
TL. H. Oh Sir, your Seryant---But let me gaze 
on thee a little; I han't ſeen thee ſince I came home 
into England moſt exactly, negligently , genteel- 
ly dreſsd ! I know there's more than ordinary in 
this, (beating Campley's my Come, confeſs » 
who ſhares with me here; I muſt have her real and 
poetical name---Come , ſhe's in Sonnet Cynthia, in 
proſe Miſtreſs--- Eo, | 
Cam. One you little dream of, tho' ſhe is in a 
manner of your placing there. | 
T. H. My placing there? 8 
Cam. Why, my Lord, all the fine things you've 
ſaid to me in the Camp , of my Lady Sharlot , 
your Father's Ward, ran in my head ſo very much, 
that I made it my buſineſs to become acquainted in 
that Family; which I did by Mr. Cabinet's means, 
and am now in love, in the ſame place with your 
Lordſhip. 5 
L. H. How, in love in the ſame place with me, 
Mr. Cample © | N 
Cam. Ay, my Lord, with t'other Siſter, with 
t other Siſter. | | 
IL. E. What a dunce was I not to know which, 
without your naming her? Why thou art the only 
Man breathing fit to deal with — But my Lady 
Sharlot, there's a Woman. So eafily vertuous! Se 
agreeably ſevere ! Her motion ſo unaffected, yet ſo 
compos d! Her lips breath nothing but truth, good- 
ſenſe, and flowing wit. | ED, | 
Cam. Lady Harriot ) there's the Woman; ſuch 
lifes ſuch ſpirit , ſuch warmth in her eyes; ſuch a 
lively commanding air in her glances; fo fpritely a 
mein, that carries in it the Triumph of conſcious 
beauty; her lips are made up of gum , and balm ; 
FED e 3 
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There's ſomething in that dear Girl that fires my 
blood above---above---abuve 

L. H. Above what? 

Cam. A Granadier's March. : 

L. EZ. A ſoft ſimile I muſt confeſs. But oh that Shar- 
lot | torecline this aching head, full of care, on that 
tender ſnowy---faithful boſom ! | 

Cam. Oh that Harriet? to fold theſe arms about 
the waſt of that beauteous ſtrugling---and at laſt * 
yeilding Fair! 

L. H. Ay Tom; but meth inks your head runs too 
much on the wedding- night only, to make your 
happineſs laſting ; mine is fixt on the married ſtare : 
I expect my felicity from Lady SHarlot, in her Friend- 
ſhip , her Conſtancy , her Piety , her houſchold 
cares, her maternal tenderneſs ; You think not of 
any excellence of your Miſtreſs ,” that is more than 
skin- deep. 

Cam. When I know her further than skin- deep; 


I'll tell you more of my mind. | 


Z. H. Oh fie Jom, how can you talk ſo lightly 
of a Woman you love with honour ? But tell me, 
I wonder how you make your approaches, in be- 


ſeiging ſuch a ſort of creature; the that loves Ad- 
dreſſes, Gallantry , Fiddles ? That reigns and de- 


lights in a crowd of Admirers ? If I know her , 
ſhe's one of thoſe you may eaſily have a general 
acquaintance with, buthard to make particular. 
Cam. Youunderſtand her very well. You muſt 
know I put her out of all her play, by carrying it in 
a humorous manner. I took care in all my actions, 
before I diſcover'd the Lover, that ſhe ſhould in 
geveral. have a good opinion of me; and have ever 
ince behav'd my ſelf with all the good humour, 
and caſe I was able; ſo that ſhe is now extremely 


at a loſs, how to throw me from the familiarity of 


an acquaintance , into the diſtance of a Lover. But 
Ll laugh her out of it; & when ſhe begins to frown, 
| | and 
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and look grave at my mirth, I mimick her till ſhe 
burſts out a laughing. mw 
T. Hard. That's ridiculons enough. | 
Cam. By Cabinet's intereſt over my Lady Brump- 
ton, and with Gold and Flattery to Mrs. Fardin- 
gale , an old Maid her Ladyſhip has plac'd about the 
young Ladies, I have eaſy acceſs at all times, an 
am this very day to be admitted by her into their 
Apartment. I have found, you muſt know, that ſhe 
is my Relation. „ 1 . | 
L. H. Her Ladyſhip has choſe an odd companion 
'for young Ladies. „ Und x VV 
Cam. Oh my Lady's a Politician : ſhe told Tar- 
tleaid one day, that an old Maid was the beſt Guard 
for young ones ; for they , like Eunuchs in a Se- 
raglio, are vigilant, out of envy of enjoyments they 
cannot alles arrive at. But as I was ſaying, 
I've ſent my Couſin Fardingale a Song, which ſhe 
and IJ are to practiſe to the Spinet; The young 
Ladies will be by , and I am to be left alone with 
Lady Harriot; then 1 deſign to make my grand 
attack; and ro-day , win or loſe her. I know Sir, 
this is an opportunity you want. If you'll meet me 


at Tom's, have a Letter ready, I'll my ſe deliver 


it to your Miſtreſs , conduct you into the houſe , 
and tell her you are there, and find means to 
place you together. You muſt march under my 
command to-day , as I have many a one under 
yours. | 


But faith Tom 1 ſhall not behave my ſelf 1 


with half the reſolution you have under mine; for 


to confeſs my weakneſs , tho' I know ſhe loves 
me, tho' I know ſhe is as ſtedfaſtly mine, as her 
heart can make her, I know not how, I have ſo 
ſublime an idea of her high value, and ſuch a mel- 
ting tenderneſs diflolves my whole frame, when 1 


am near her, that my tongue faulters, my nerves 


ſhake , and my heart fo alternately ſinks and 
riſes f 
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riſes, that my premeditated reſolves vaniſh into 
confuſion , down-calt eyes, and broken utte- 
rance. | 
Cam. Ha! ha! ha ! this in a Campaigner too 
Why, my Lord, that's the condition Harriot would 
have me in; and then ſhe thinks ſhe could have me; 
but I that know her better than ſhe does her ſelf, 
know ſhe'd inſult me, and lead me a two years 
dance longer; and perhaps in the end turn me into 
the herd of the many neglected Men of better ſenſe, 
who have been ridiculous for her ſake. But I ſhall! 
make her no ſuch Sacrifice. Tis well my Lady 
Sharlot's a Woman of ſo ſolid an underſtanding ; 
I don't know another that would not uſe you ill 
for your high value. | 


L. H. Bur Toms I muſt ſee your Song, you've ſent 


your Couſin Fardingale , as Jon call Ber. 
Cam. This is Lucky enough. | ( aſide. 
No hang it, my Lord , a Man makes fo filly a 


figure when his verſes are reading. Trim, thou haſt 
not left off thy loving and thy rhiming: Trim's a 


Critick, I remember him a Serviture at Oxon. 
(gives a Paper to Trim) I give my ſelf into his 
hands, becauſe you ſhan't fee em till I'm gone. 

My Lord your Servant, you ſhan't ſtirr. 
L. H. Nor you neither then. (Nrugling. 
Cam. You will be obey'd. F Exeunt. Ld. Hirdy 
. waits on him doꝛun. 


Tr. What's in this Song? Ha! don't my eyes de- 
ceive me ? --- a Bill of three hundred pounds! 
Mr. Cash 5 


P*z pay to Mr. William Trim , or Bearer , the 


Summ of Three Hundred Pounds , and place it to 
the Account of , | | 
£7K. 
Tour Humble Servant , 


Thomas Campley. 
Pul- 
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(Pulling off his hat and bowing. ) Your very humble 
ſervant good Mr. Campley. Ay, this is 2 
this is a Song indeed ! Faith I'll ſet it, and ſing 
it my ſelf· Pray pay to Mr. William Trim —ſo far in 
recitativo- Three Hundred, ( ſinging ridiculouſiy) Hun 


-- dred- Hundred - Hundred thrice repeated, be- 


cauſe tis Three Hundred Pounds; I love repetitions 
in Muſick when there's a good reaſon for it. Po- unds 
after the Italian manner. If they d bring me ſuch ſen- 


ſible words as theſe, I'd out- ſtrip all your Compo- | 


ſers , forthe Muſick Prize. This was honeſtly done 
of Mr. Campley: Tho' I have carry'd him many a 


purſe from my Maſter, when he was Enſign to our f 


Company in Flanders, 
Enter Lord Hardy. 


My Lord, Iam your Lordſhip's humble Servant. 


L. H. Sir your humble Servant. But pray a 


my good familiar Friend, How come you to 


be ſo very much my humble Servant, all of a | 


ſudden ? 


Trim. I beg pardon, dear Sir, My Lord, I am 7 


not your humble-Servant. 
No? 


Trim. Yes my Lord Iam , but not as you mean 
but I am- am my Lord---1n ſhort I'm over- 


Joy'd. 
the Fellow? Where's Camply's Song? 


Trim. Oh, my Lord, one would notthink 'twas | 
in him; Mr. Camply's really a very great Poet. as for 
the Song, tis only as they all end in rhime ---Ow | 
--- Woe---Ifles---Kiſſes---Boy---Joy--- But my Lord, | 


the other in long Heroick blank Verſe, 


Read 


ZL. H. Overjoy'd ! Thour't diſtracted hat ail | 
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Reading it with a great to 


Pray Pay to Mr. William Trim , or Order , the 


 Summ of---How (ſweetly it runs! ---Pactolian Gui- 


neas chink in every line. (Id. H. takes the Bill. 

L. H. How very handſomely this was done in 
Campley ? I wonder'd indeed he was ſo willing to 
ſhew his Verſes. In how careleſs a manner tha 
Fellow does the greateſt actions! | 
Tri. My Lord, pray my Lord, ſhan't I go im- 
mediately ro Cutpurſe s? 

L. H. No Sirrah, now we've no occaſion for it. 

Tr. No my Lord, only to ſtare him full in the 
face after I've. recetv'd this money; not fay a word, 
but keep my har on, and walk our. Or perhaps not 
hear, if any I meet with ſpeak to me, but grow 
ſtiff, deaf, and ſhorrſighted to all my old Acquain- 
tance, like a ſudden Rich Man as Iam. Or perhaps, 
My Lord , deſire Cutpurſe's Clerk to let me leave 
Fifty Pounds at their houſe, payable to Mr. William 


Trim, or order, till Icome that way, or a Monrh 


or two hence, may have occaſion for it; I don't 
know what Bills may be drawn upon me: Then 
when the Clerk begins to ſtare at me, till he pulls tlie 


« 


l great gooſe-quill from behind his ear, (Pulls out a 


handfull of Fart hings.) 1 fall a reckoning the peices as 
I do theſe Farthing e „„ 
I. H. Well Sirrah, you may have your humour, 
but be ſure you take fourſcore pounds, and pay my 
debts immediately. If you meet any Officer you ever 
ſee me in company with, that looks grave at Cut- 


purſe's houſe , tell him I'd ſpeak with him: We 


muſt help our Friends. But learn moderation, you 
Rogue , in your good-fortune. Be at home all the 
evening after, while I wait at Tom's to meet Cam- 
ley, in order to ſee Lady SHarlot. 
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My good or ill in her alone is found , 
And m that thought all other cares are drown'd. 


Enter Sable , Lord Brumpton , Truſly. 
Sab. Why my Lord, you can't in conſcience put 


me off ſo; I muſt do according to my orders, cut 
you up, and embalm you, except you'll come down 


a little deeper than you talk of: you don't conſider the 


charges I have been at already. 
L. B. Charges / for what? | $0 
Sab. Firſt twenty Guineas to my Lady's Woman 
for notice of your death (a Fee I've, before now, 


known the Widow her ſelf go halfs in, but no 


matter for that) In the next place ten Pounds for 
watching you all your long fit of Sickneſs laſt © 


James. | | wo 

T. B. Watching me! Why Ihad none but my own 

Servants, by turns. | no 5 
Sab. 1 mean, attending to give notice of your 


death: I had all your long fit of lickneſs laſt Winter, 


at half a Crown a day, a Fellow waiting at your 
Gate, to bring me intelligence; but you unfortu- 
nately recover d 2 and I loſt all my obliging pains 


for your ſervice. 


L. B. Ha ! ha ! ha! Sable thou art a very im- 


pudent Fellow; half a Crown a day to attend my 
deceaſe, and doſt thou reckon it to me? 
Sab. Look you Gentlemen, don't ſtand ſtaring 


at me; I have a book at home which I call my 5 


(Exit, | 


S 
8 1 


Dooms-day-book ; where I have every man of 
24 age and diſtemper in Town, and kwow | 


when you ſhould drop. Nay my Lord if you 


had reflected upon your mortality half ſo much as 
poor I have for you, you would not defire to re- 


turn to life thus. In ſhort I cannot keep this | 
| | ſecret, 
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ſecret , under the whole money I am to have for 
burying you. 8 | 

TL. B. Truſty if you think it ſafe in you to _ 
my orders , after the Deed Puzzle told his Clerk 
of, pay it him. | 

Tru, I ſhould be glad to give it out of my own 
pocket, rather than be without the ſatisfaction of 
ſeeing you witneſs to it. 

I. B. I heartily believe thee, dear Truſty. h 

Sab. Then my Lerd the ſecret of your being 
allve, is now ſafe with me. | = 

Tra. I'll warrant T'll be reveng'd of this un- 
conſcionable Dog, (aſide. 
My Lord you muſt to your Cloſet ; I fear ſome- 
body's coming. (Exit Sable one way, L. B. 

: and Truſty another, 


Srene draws and diſcovers Lady Sharlot , reading at a 
Table , Lady Harriot playing at a Glaſs toand fro , 
and viewing her ſelf. | 


TL. H. Nay, good ſage Siſter , you may as well 
talk to ( Looking at her ſelf as ſhe ſpeaks) me, as fit 
ſtaring at a book which I know you can't attend. 
Good Dr. Lucas may have writ there what he 
pleaſes , but there's no putting Francis Lord Hardy, 
now Earl of Brumpton out of your head, or ma- 
king him abſent from your eyes; do but look at 
me now, and deny it if you can. 5 

T. Sh. You are the maddeſt Girle--- (Smiling. 

L. H. Look'e now, 1 knew you could not ſay it 


5 and forbear laughing. ¶ Looking over Sharlot) Oh 


I ſee his Name as plain as you do---F---r---a---3 
Fran, c- is cis, Francis, Tis in every line of 


L. SH. ( Riſing) Tis in vain 1 ſee to mind any 


thing in ſuch im pertinent company ; --- Bur gran- 
ing twere as you ſay, as to my Lord Hardy; Tis 
GC 2 


more 


* 
2 
4 
? 


36 The FUNERAL: Or, 
ſelf. | 


that ſoftneſs --- ( Looking in the Glaſs.) T 


with my ſelf, only to rival the Men. 


L.Sh. Ay , but Mr. Campley will gain ground“ 
2 


ev'n of that Rival, your dear ſelf. 


L. Ha. Ha! what have 1 done to you, that you 
ſhould name that inſolent intruder ? A confident 
opinionative Fop. No indeed; if I be, as a Poetica 
Lover of mine ſigh'd and ſung, of both Sexes 


The publick envy , and the publick care : 


I ſhan't be ſo eaſily catch d, I thank him. I wan 
but to be ſure, I thou'd heartily torment him, by) 


baniſning him; and then conſider whether he ſhould £ 


depart this life, or not. 


f 


IL. Sh. Indeed Siſter to be ſerious with you 1 
this vanity in your humour does not at all become 


you. 


titude of your mein 


L. Sb. Well Simpleton, if I am at firſt ſo Gilly 
as to be a little taken with my (elf , I know it: 


: 
2 


fault, and take pains to correct it. 5 
L. Ha. Plhaw ! Plhaw ! talk this muſty tale toy 


more excuſcable to admire another than one's | . 
L. H. No; I think not- Ves I grant you, than 
really to be vain at one's perſon : But I don't ad- 
mire my ſelf---Piſh ! 1 don't believe my 4 have 
ey a'n't 

ſo piercing: No tis only a ſtuff the Men will be 
talking. Some people are ſuch admirers of teeth 
Lord what ſignifies teeth? ( ſhowing her teeth.) 
A very Blackmore has as white teeth as I. No 
Siſter, I don't admire my ſelf, but I've a Spirit of 
contradiction in me: I don't know, I'm zn love 


L. Ha. Vanity! all the matter is we gay People 
are more ſincere than you wife Folks : All your 
life's an art. Speak your Soul. Look you there 
(Valling her to the glaſs.) Are not you ſtruck with: 
ſecret pleaſure, when you view that bloom in yo 
looks , that harmony in your ſhape , that promp- 
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old Mrs. Fardingale ; tis too ſoon for me to think 
at that rate. | 

IL. Sh. They that think it too ſoon to underſtand 
themſelves, will very ſoon find it too late. But tell 
me honeſtly, don't you like Campley ? 

L. Ha. The Fellow is not to be abhorr'd, if 
the forward thing did not think of getting me ſo 


eaſily. Oh! I hate a heart I can't break when I 


leaſe. What makes the value of dear China, but 
that 'tis fo brittle > Were it not for that, you 
might as well have Stone-mugs in your Cloſet. 
L. SH. Hiſt, hiſt, Here's Fardingale. 


Enter Fardingale. 


Far. Lady Harriot, Lady SHarlot, 1'!] entertain 
you now ; I've a new Song , juſt come hot out of 
the Poet's brain. Lady Sharlot, My Couſin Camp- 
ley writ 11 , and 'tis ſett to a pretty Air, I warrant 

ou. 
2 Ha. 'Tis like to be pretty indeed of his writing. 
| | ( flings it away. 

Far. Come, come---This is not one of your 
tringham trangham witty things, that your poor 
Poets write; no 'tis well known my Couſin Carpley 
has two thouſand Pounds a year. But this is all 
diſſimulation in you. | 

IL. Sh. Tis ſo indeed , for your Couſin's Song's 
very pretty Mrs, Fardingale: | 


Reads. 


Let not Love on me beſtow 
Soft diſtreſs , and tender woe; 
I know none but ſubſtantial blifes , 
Eager glances, ſolid hiſſes : F 
1 know not what the Lovers feign , 
Of finer pleaſure mix'd with pain ; 
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Then prithee give me gentle Boy, 
None of thy grief , but all thy joy. 


Put Harriot thinks that a little unreaſonabic , to 
expect one, without enduring t other. | 


— 


Enter Servant, 


Ser. There's your Couſin Campley to wait on you, | 
withour. | | 4 
Far. Let him come in; We ſhall have the Song 
now. | . 


Enter Campley. 


Gam, Ladies your moſt obedient Servant. Your |; 
855 


Servant Lady Sharlot. Servant Lady Harriot (Har. 
looks grave upon him.) What's the matter Dear Lady 


Harr iot? Not well? I proteſt to you I'm mightily |: 


concern'd. (pulls out a bottle) This is a moſt ex- 
cellent Spirit; Snuff it up Madam. 5 
L. H. Piſh- The familiar Coxcomb frets me 
heartily. ; 
Cam. 'Twill over I hope immediately. 


L. Sh. Your Couſin Fardingale has ſhown us ſome | 


1 


of your Poetry; there's the Spinet Mr. Campley, 7 


I know you're muſical. 5 
Cam. She ſhould not have call'd it my Poetry. 
Fa. No? Who waits there? Pray bring my Lute 

Out of the next room--- ; 


Enter Servant with a Late. 


You muſt know, I con'd this Song before I came þ 


in, and find 'rwill go to an excellent Air of old 


Mr. Law's , who was my Mother's intimate Ac- |: 


quaintance : my Mother's! what do I talk of ? 1 7 


mean my Grand- Mother's. Oh here's the Lute. 


Cou- 
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Couſin Campley , hold the Song upon your Har, 
(Aſide to him) Tis a pretty Gallantry to a Relation, 


Sings and Squawls.. 


Let not Love, &Cc. | | 
Oh! I have left off theſe things many a day. 
Cam. No; I profeſs Madam you do it admirably; 
But are not aſſur'd enough. Take it higher 


Thus- (In her own Squawl.) I know your voice 


will bear it. | | 

L. Ha. Oh hideous ! Oh the groſs Flatterer ! 1 
ſhall burſt. Mrs. Fardingale pray go on, the Muſick 
fits the words moſt aptly. Take it higher as your 
Couſin adviſes, | 

Far. Oh dear Madam, do you really like it? I 
do it purely to pleaſe you; for I can't 8 alas. 

L. Sh. We know it good Madam, we know it; 
But pray --- 

Far. Let not Love, and ſubſtantial bliſſes , it's lively 
enough, and ran accordingly in the tune ( Curtſies 
to the Company ) now I took it higher. 

T. H. Incomparably done! Nothing can equal it, 
except your Couſin ſang his own Poetry. 
15 Camp. (Delivering a Letter to Lady Sharlot.) 
Madam from my Lord Hardy. How do you ſay 
my Lady Harriot > except I ſing it my ſelf; then 
I aflure you I will. | 
L. Sh. I han't patience, I muſt go read my 


Letter. 5 (Exit. 


Camp. ſrngs. Let not Love, &c. 


Far. Bleſs me, what's become of Lady Sharlot ? 
L. Ha. Mrs. Fardingale , Mrs. Fardingale , what 
mult we loſe you? Going after her. 


C 4 Cam- 
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Campley runs to the door, takes the key out 
and locks her in. 


What means this inſolence? a Plot upon me! Do 


you know who lam ? | | 

Cam. Yes Madam; you're my Lady Sharlot Lovely, 
with ten Thouſand Pounds in your pocket : and 
1 am Mr. Campley , with two Thouſand a Year ; 
of Quality enough to pretend to you. And I do 
deſign bee I leave this room, to hear you talk 
like a reaſonable Woman, as Nature has made 
you. Nay 'tis in vain to flounce , and diſcompoſe 
your ſelf and your dreſs.--- _ 

L. Ha. If there are Swords, if there are men of 
Honour, and not all Daſtards, Cowards that pre- 
tend to this injur'd per ſon 

| ( runuing round the room. 

Cam. Ay ay, Madam, let em come. That's 
putting me in my way , Fighting's my trade. But 
you've us'd all mankind too ill to expect ſo much 
ſervice. In ſhort Madam , were you a Fool I ſhould 
not deſire to expoſtulate with you; ( Seizing her 
hand.) But--- | e 

TL. Ha. Unhand me Raviſher , Pulls her hand ſrom 

Cam, But Madam, Madam, ) him, chafes round 
Madam, why Madam! 9 rhe Room, Campl. 
: aſter her. 


Prithee Cynthia look behind you 5 Sin 
Age and wrinkles will o'retake you. 25. 


L. Ha. Age, Wrinkles, Small-Pox, any thing 
that's moſt abhorrent to Vouth and Bloom, were 
welcome in the place of fo deteſted a Creature. 
Cam. No ſuch matter Lady Harriot ; I would not 

be a vain Coxcomb, but I know I am not deteſta- 
ble; nay know where you've ſaid as much, before 
you 
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you underſtood me for your Servant. Was I im- 
mediately transform'd becauſe 1 became your 
Lover ? | 

L. Ha. My Lover, Sir! Did I ever give you rea- 
ſon to think I admitted you as ſuch ? 

Cam. Yes you did, in your uſing me ill; for if 
you did not aſſume upon the ſcore of my pretend- 
ing to you, how do you anſwer to your ſelf, ſome 
parts of your behaviour to me as a Gentleman ? 
'Tis trivial all thisin you , and derogares from the 
good-ſenſe I know you Miſtreſs of. Do but con- 
ſider, Madam; I have long lov'd you, bore with 
your fantaſtick humour through all its mazes ; Nay 
do not frown, for 'tis no better. I ſay 1 have bore 
with this humour ; but would you have me with 
an unmanly ſervitude feed it? No, I love you 
with too ſincere , coo honeſt a devotion , and 
would have your mind as faultleſs as your perſon; 
which 'twould be, if you'd lay afide this vanity of 
being purſued with ſighs, with flatteries, with 
nonſenſe. (She walks about leſs violently but more 
conſus d.) Oh my heaet akes at the diſturbance 
which 1 give her, bur ſhe muſt not ſee it. ( aſide. 
Had I not better tell you of it now, than when 
you 're in my power ? I ſhould be then too ge- 
nerous to thwart your inelination. | 

L. Ha. That is indeed very handſomely ſaid. Why 
ſhould I nor obey Reaſon as ſoon as I ſee it? (aſide. 
Since tis ſo, Mr. Campley , Ican as ingenuouſly now, 


as Iſhould then acknowledge that 1 have been in an 


errour. Lo | ( looking down on her Fan. 
Cam. Nay that's too great a condeſcenſion: Oh 
Excellence ! I repent. I ſee 'twas but juſtice in you 
to demand my knees, ( Kneeling) my ſighs, my con- 
{tant tendereſt regard, and ſervice; And you ſhall 

have em, ſince you are above em. 
L. Ha. Nay Mr. Campley, you won't recall me 
to a fault you have ſo lately ſhown me. I will no: 
| G<- ſuffer 
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ſuffer this: No more extaſies. But pray, Sir, 


what was't you did to get my Siſter, out of the 
room? | 

Cam. You may know it, and I muſt defire you 
to aſſiſt my Lord Hardy there, who writ to her b 
me : for he is no Raviſher , as you call'd me ju 
now. He is now in the houſe, and I would fain 
gain an interview. | | 

L. Ha. That they may have, but they'l make 
little uſe of it: for the Tongue is the inſtrument 
of ſpeec to us of a lower form; They are of that 
high order of Lovers, who know none but elo- 
quent Silence, and can utter themſelves only by a 
geſture that ſpeaks their Paſſion inexpreſſible, and 
what not? Fine things! | 55 . 

Cam. But pray let's go into your Siſter's Cloſer , 
while they are together. | 

L. Ha. I ſwear I don't know how to ſee my Siſter; 
ſhe'll laugh me to death to ſee me out of my Pan- 
rofles, and you and I thus familiar. However , 1 
know ſhe'll approve it. 5 

Cam. Vou may boaſt your ſelf a Heroine to her, 
and the firſt Woman that was ever vanquiſh'd by 
hearing truth; and had ſincerity enough to receive 
fo rough an obligation, as being made acquainted 
with her faults. Come Madam, ſtand your ground 
bravely; we'll march in to her thus ( She leaning on 
Campley.) 


I. E. Who'llbelieve a Woman's anger more? I've 


betray'd the whole Sex to you Mr. Campley. 
( Exeunt. 


Re-enter Can pley & Lord Hardy. 


Cam. My-Lord, her Siſter, who now is mine, 
will immediately ſend her hither. But be your 
ſelf: charge her bravely. I wiſh ſhe were a Cannon, | 
an Eightecn Pounder for your fake : Then 1 


know; ” 


„CCC CC 
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know, were there occaſion, you'd be in the mouth 
of her. . 1 1 
L. Har. ] long yet fear to ſee her. I know I am 
unable to utter my ſelf.--- 
Cam. Come retire here till ſne appears. 


( go back to the door. 


Enter Lady Sharlot. 


L. Shar. Now is the tender moment now ay 
proaching. There he is. (aſide. 


( They approach and ſalute cach other trembling 


Your Lordſhip will pleaſe , After à very long pauſe, 
to lit, 7 ſtoln glances, and irre- 
| ſolute geſture.” 
Your Lordſhip I think has travell'd choſe parts of 
Italy where the Armies are? | 
Ld. Har. Yes Madam. 
La Shar. I think 1 have Letters from you, dated 


Mantua: | Es 
Ld. Har. I hope you have, Madam, and that 


their purpoſe--- 
Za Shar. My Lord--- 
| confus d.) 
Ld. Har, Was not your Ladiſhip going to ſay 


ſomething ? 


La Shar, I only attended to what your Lordſhip 


was going to {ay---that is my Lord- But you were 


I believe going to ſay ſomething of that Garden of 
the World Italy. I am very ſorry your misfortunes in 


England are ſuch às may make you juſtly regret your 


leaving that place. 


I4. Har. There is a Perſon in England may make 


thoſe loſſes inſenſible to me. 


La Shar. Indeed my Lord, there have ſo very few 
of Quality attended his Majeſty in the War, that 
your Birth and Merit may well hope his favour. 

Ld. Har. I have, indeed, all the zeal in the 

| | | World 


( looking ſerious and 
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World for his Majeſty's ſervice, and moſt grate- 


_ affection for his Perſon, but did not then mean 
im. of 
La Shar. But can you indeed impartially ſay that 


our Iſland is really preferable to the reſt of the 
5 ; or is it an arrogance only in us to think 
02 

Ld. Har. 1 profeſs Madam, that little I have ſeen, 
has but more endear'd England to me; for that 
medly of humours which perhaps diſtrats our 
publick affairs, does, methinks , improve our 


private lives, and makes converſation more va- 


rious, and conſequently more pleaſing. Every where 
elſe, both Men and things have the ſame coun- 
tenance: in France you meet much Civility and lit- 
tle Friendſhip; in Holland deep attention, but little 
reflexion ; in .zaly all pleaſure but no mirth : but 
here with us, where you have every where Preten- 
ders, or Maſters in every'tthing , you can't fall 
into company wherein you ſhall not be inſtructed 
or diverted. | | 

La Shar. 1 never had an account of any thing 
from you my Lord, but I mourn'd the loſs of my 
Brother; you would have been ſo happy a Com- 


panion for him, with that right ſenſe of your's. 


My Lord, vou need not bow ſo obſequioully , for 


Ido you bur juſtice. But you ſent me word of 


your ſeeing a Lady in Italy very like me. Did you 
viſit her often? — 

Ld. Ha. Once or twice: but I obſerv'd her fo 
looſe a creature, that I could have kill'd her for 
having your Perſon. ; 

La Shar. 1 think you Sir ; But Heav'n that pre- 
ſerves me unlike her, will J hope make her more 
like me. But your Fellow-Traveller---His Rela- 


tious themſelves know not a juſt account of him. 


Ld. Har. The original cauſe of his Feaver , was 
a violent Paſlion fer a fine young Wc man he had 
not 
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not power to ſpeak to ; bur I told her his regard 


for her, as paſſionately as poſſible. 


La Shar. You were to him , what Mr. Campley 
has been to you. Whither am I running? Poor 
your Friend---Poor Gentleman--- 

Ld. Har, Thope then as Mr. Campley's Eloquence 
is greater, ſo has been his ſuccels. 

La Shar, My Lord: | 

Ld, Har. Your Ladyſhip's.— 


Enter Lady HFarriot. 


La Hari. Undone! Undone ! Tartleaid has found 
by ſome means or other, that Campley brou ht 
my Lord Hardy hither , we are utterly ruin'd , my 
Lady's coming. 

Ld. Hardy. I'll ſtay and confront her. | 

La Shar. It muſt not be; we are too much in 
her power, L 


Enter Campley. 


Cam. Come , come my Lord , we're routed 
Horſe and Foot: down the back-ſtairs', and ſo out. 
( Exeunt. 
- Ladies. Ay, Ay | | 
L. Hari. I tremble every joint of me. ; 
L. Sh. I'm at a ſtand a little, but rage will re- 


cover me: ſhe's coming in. 


Enter Widow. 


Mid. Ladies your Servant , I fear I interrupt you, 


have you Company? Lady Harriot your Servant, 


Lady Sharlot your Servant: What not a word--- 
Oh I beg your Ladiſhip's pardon , Lady SHarlot 


did I ſay? My young Lady Brumpton, I wiſh you 


14 


| 
| 
| 
; 
F 
| 
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La Shar. Oh your Servant Lady Dowager Brumpton. 
That's an appellation of much more joy to you. 

Wid. So ſmart Madam ! But you ſhould methinks, 
have made one acquainted --- Yet Madam your con- 
duct is ſeen through. 


La Shar. My conduct, Lady $ coming 
Brumpton' | up toeach 
Mid. Your conduct Lady Sharlot ! other. 


La Shar. Madam, tis you are ſeen through all 
your thin diſguiſes. 

Wid. 1 ſeen! by whom? 

La Shar. By an all-peircing eye ; nay by what 
you much more fear , the eye of the World. The 
World ſees you, of ſhall {re you; It ſhall know 
your ſecret intemperance , your publick faſting ; looſe 
Poems in your Cloſet, a Homily on your Toilet; 
your eaſy skilfull practis'd hypoctiſy , by which you 
wrought upon your Husband , baſely to transfer the 
cruſt, and Ward of us two helpleſs Virgins, into 
the hands and care of- cannot name it---you're a 
wicked Woman 


La. Ha. (aſide) Oh rare Siſter ! 'tis a fine thing 
to keeps one's anger in ſtoek by one. We that are 
angry and pleas'd every half hour, have nothing 


at all, of all this high- flown fury. Why ſhe ra- 
ges like a Princeſs in a Tragedy. Bleſhngs on her 
tongue. 3 
Mid. Is this the effect of your morning lectures, 
your ſelf- examination, all this fury ? 

La Sh. Ves it is Madam; if I take pains to govern 
my paſſions, it ſhall not give licenſe to others to 
govern em for me. 


Wid. Well Lady SHarlot, however you ill geſerve ; 


it of me, 1 ſhall take care while there are locks and 
bars'to Keep you from Lord Hardy ; From being a 
Leaguer Lady, from carrying a Knapfack. 

La Sh. Knapſack ! Do you upbraid the poverty 


your own wicked Arrs have brought him to. K nap- 


ſack! 
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ſack! Oh grant me parience ; can I hear this of the 
Man I love? Knapſack! I have not words--- 
( ſtamps about the Room. 


Mid. I leave you to cool upon it; Love and An- 


ger are very warm paſſions. (Exit. 

La H. She has lock'd us in. | S 
La $h. Knapſack ! Well I will break walls to 
go to him. I could ſit down and cry my eyes 
out. Dear Siſter what a rage have I been in:? 
Knapſack ! I'll give vent to my juſt reſentment. Oh 
how ſhall I avoid this baſe Woman? how meet that 
excellent Man ? What a helpleſs condition are you 
and I in now? If we run into the World, that youth 
& innocence which ſhould demand aſſiſtance, does 
but attract invaders. Will Providence guard us? 
Now do I ſee that our Sex is naturally indigent of 
protection. I hope tis in Fate to crown our Loves; 
For tis only in the protection of Men of Honour, 
that we are naturally, truly ſafe; 


And Woman's happineſs , for all her ſcorn , 
1s only by that ſite whence ſhe was born. 


— — — 
— — 
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Enter Lord Hardy 5 Campley , Trim. 


LORD HARDY. 


T Hat Jade Tattleaid ſaw me upon the ſtairs; for 

I had not patience to keep my concealment. , 

but muſt peep out, ro ſee what was become of 
you. ; f f . 

Cam. But we have advice however it ſeems from 

the 
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the Garriſon already. This Miſtreſs of Trim's is à 
mighty lucky accident. = 

Tr. Ay Gentlemen , ſhe has free egreſs , and 
regreſs ; and you know the French are the beſt 
bred people in the world. She'll be aſſiſtant. But 
Faith I have one ſcruple that hangs about me, and 
that is--- Look you my Lord, we Servants have no 
Maſters in their abſence. In a word when I am 
with Mademoiſelle, I talk of your Lordſhip as only 


a particular acquaintance; that Ido buſineſs indeed 


for you ſometimes: 1 muſt needs ſay, crys1, that 
indeed my Lord Hardy is really a Perſon 1 have a 
great honour for. | 
II. Ha. Piſh ! is that all? I underſtand you. 
your Miſtreſs does not know that you do me the 
honour to clean my ſhoes or ſo upon occaſion. 
1 Will make your ſelf as conſiderable as you 
eaſe. 1 
Tr. Well then, your leſſon is this. She out of 
her reſpect to me, and underſtanding Mr. Campley 
was an Intimate, of my Friend niy Lord Hardy, 
and condeſcending (tho ſhe is of a great Houſe in 


France) to make Manto's for the improvement of 


the Engliſh, which gives her eaſy admittance, ſhe 
I ſay mov'd by theſe premiſes, has vouchſaf d to 
bring a Letter from Lady Harriot to Mr. Campler, 


and came to me to bring her to him. You are to 
underſtand alſo that ſhe is dreſs'd in the lateſt French 


cut; Her dreſs is the model of their habit, and her 
ſelf of their Manners ; for ſhe is---But you ſhall 


ſee her. | | | | 
Ld. Ha. This gives me ſome life. Chear up Tom--- 


but behold the Solemnity! Do you ſee Trim's gal- 
lantry; I ſhall laugh out. Dis | 


Enter Trim Leading in Mademoiſelle, 


Trim. My Dear Lord Hardy, this is Mademoiſe!l ü 


D'E- 


(Exit. 


. | your intimate Friend, and! 
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| ( Ld. ſalutes her. 
D'Epingle, whoſe name you've often heard me ſigh. 
Mr. Campley , M. D'Epingle. (Campley ſalutes her. 
Mad. Votre Servante Gentlemen, Votre Servante. 
Cam. I proteſt to you, I never ſaw any thing fo 
becoming as your dreſs. Shall I beg the favour , 
you'd condeſcend to let Mr. Trim lead you once 
” round the room, that I may admire the elegance 
of your habit? (Trim leads her round. 

Id. Ha. How could you ask ſuch a thing ? 

Cam. Plhaw my Lord, your are a baſhful Eng- 
> liſh Fellow: You ſee ſhe is not ſurpriz'd at it, but 
thinks me gallant in deſiring it. Oh Madam! 
your Air! to negligence , the diſengagement of 

our manner! Oh how delicate is your noble 
? Nation ! ] (wear there's none but the clumſy 
Dutch and Engliſh would oppoſe ſuch polite Con- 
> querors : When ſhall you 100 an Engliſh Woman 
ſo drefs'd? 

Mad. De Engliſe ! Poor Barbarians, poor Sava- 
ges; dey know no more of de dreſs, but to cover 
dere nakedneſs ( glides along the room.) Dey be clo- 
ded , but no dreſs'd- But Monſieur Terim, which 
Monſieur Campley? 

Tr, That's honeſt Tom Campley. 

Cam. At your ſervice Mademoiſelle. | 

Mad. I fear I incur de cen- Pulling out the Let- 
ſure, but Mr. Terim, being 4 ter, and recollecting 

as loath to deliver it. 
deſigning to honour him, in de way of an Hus- 
band---So , ſo, how I do run away in diſcourſe; 


UI never make promiſe to Mr. Terim before, and 


now to do it par accident. 

Cam. Dear Mili Trim is extreamly obliging , in 
having prevail'd upon you, to do a thing, that the 
ſeverity ot your Virtue , and the greatneſs of your 
Quality {tho a Stranger __ the Country you-now 
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honour by your dwelling in it) would not let you 
other viſe condeſcend to. C 
Mad. Oh Monſieur ! Oh Monſieur! You ſpeak 
my- very toughts. Oh! I don't Know how. ! Pardon 
me to give a Billet it fo look---Oh (drops it, 
Fie! I can no ſtay after it. 
. other end of the Room , 
LEES 1, J Then quite out. 
I beg ten touſand pardons © Re enters. 
for go away ſo mal à propos 
Id. Ha. Your Servant Good Madam. Mr. Trim 
you know you command here: pray if Madam 
D'Epingle will honour our Cottage with longer 
ſtay „ wait on her in, and entertain her. Pray Sir, 
be free. N 
Tr. My Lord you know your power over me, 
Fm all com plaiſance. (Leads her out. 
Cam. Now to iny dear Epiltſc--- nh 


iN. „ = ; 
T Here is one thing which you were too generous to 
touch upon in our laſt converſation. Mie have 
reaſon to fear the Widow's practices in relation to our 
Fortune: , if v are not too quick for her. I as 
Lady Sharlot v er this is not her ſenſe to Lord 
Hardy ? She ee nothing, but lets me write on. Theſe 
People ways have, and will have admittance every 
where , therefore we may hear from os. 
3 A W 
Jam, on 
1 I ty 
Tour moſt obedient Servant. 
HARRIOT LOVELY. 
My obedient Servant! . 
Thy obedienc< ſhall ever. be as voluntary as now. 
Ten thouſzud ; thouland kiſſes on thee , thou dear 
paper. Look you my Lord, what a pretty hand 
At 18. Ul 


14, 


Runs affectedly to the 


(Curtſies as going. 


well 
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Id. Ha. Why Tom, thou doſt not give me leave 

to ſee it, you ſnatch it to your mouth ſo , you'll 

ſtife the poor Lady. 

Cam. Look you my Lord , all along the lines 

here went the pen; And through them white in- 

tervals her ſnowy fingers. Do you ſee this is her 


Name ? 
1d. Ha. Nay there's Lady Sharlot's name too in 


the mid'ſt of the Letter. Why you'll not be ſo 
unconcionable; you're fo greedy ; you'll give me 
one kils ſure. 


Cam. Well you ſhall ; but you're fo eager. Don't 


bite me, for you ſhan't have it in your own hands; 
there, there, there, let go my hand. 
Ld. Ha. What an exquiſite pleaſure there i is in this 


foolery! But what ſhall we do? 


Cam. I have a RP: s Prethee my Lord cal! 
Trim. RE aL | | 

ILA. Ha. Ha; Trim-.. 
4 Cam. Hold, Mr. Trim. You = his Miſtreſs is 
there. 

_ Har. Cre mercy. Dear Will Trim, ſtep in hither: 
: Ay that's ſomething. (Enter Trim. 
Trim wy es not 1 ſeen a young Woman ſometimes 


carry Madam. D'Epingle's trinkets for her. „coming 


from my Lady Brumpton's? 
Tr. Ves, you might haye ſeen ſuch a one; ſhe 


-waits for her now. - 


Cam. Do you think y you ould not prevailfor me 
to be dreſs d in that, Wenches cloaths, aud attend 
your Miſtreſs in her ſtead thither? They ll not dream 
we ſhould ſo ſoonatrempragain, 

Tr, Ves, I'll engage it. 

Cam. Then we'll truſt the reſt to oui good Genius: 


1 U e inſtant]: ly: Morgen Lovely, 
2; Te 3 A Exit er mg the Letter, 


B+ - Enter 
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Enter Widow, & Tattleaid. 


Wid. This was well done of you; be ſure you 
take care of their young Ladyſhips ; You ſhall ! 
promite you have a ſnip in the (ale of em. 

Tatt. I thank your good Lady ſhip. 

Wid. Is that the Porter's paper of How dee's ? 

Tatt. Ves Madam, he juſt ſent it up. His general 
anſwer is , thar you're as well as can be expected 
in your condition, but that you ſee no body. 

Wid. That's right. (reading names Lady Riggle , 
Lady Formal; oh that Riggle; a pert Ogler, an in- 


diſcreet filly thing, who is really known by no man, 


yet for her carriage juſtly thought common to all; 
and as Formal has only the appearance of Virtue , 
ſo ſhe has only the appearance of Vice. What 
chance, I wonder , put theſe contradictions to each 
other into the ſame coach, as you ſay they call'd ? 
Mrs, Francis , and Mis, Winifred Glete 

they ? 


Tatt. They are the Country great Fortunes, have 
been out of Town this whole year; they are thoſe 


whom your Ladyſhip ſaid upon being very well 
born, took upon em to be very 11-bred, 

Wid. Did ] ſay ſo? really I think 'twas apt enough, 
now I remember em. Lady Wrinkle, oh that ſmugg 
old Woman; there's no enduring her affectationo 
e : but I plague her; I always ask, whether 

er Daughter in Wiltſhire, has a Grandchild yet ot 

not ? | 
Lady Worthy ; 1 can't bear her company , ſhe has 
ſo much of that Virtue in her heart, which I have 
in my mouth-only. | (aſide. 
Mrs. After day; Oh that's ſhe that was the great 
Beauty, the mighty Toaſt about Town , that's juſt 
come out of rhe ſmall-pox , ſhe's horridly pitted 
they ſay ; J long to ſee her and plague her with 
"= 


; who arc 


my condolance: Tis a pure ill- natur'd ſatisfaction, 
to ſee one that was a Beauty, unfortunately move 
with the ſame languor, and ſoftneſs of behaviour, 
that once was charming in her; to ſee, I lay, 
her morrified that us'd to kill, ha ha ha! The reſt 
are a Catalogue of mere Names or Titles , they 
were born ro an inſipid croud of the neither good 
nor bad. But you are ſure theſe other Ladies ſuſ- 
pect not in the leaſt that I know of their com- 
ing? 6 : 

Tatr. No, dear Madam; they are to ask for me. 

Wid. I hear a Coach | (Exit. Tatt. 
I've now an exquiſite pleaſure in the thought of 
ſurpaſſing my Lady Sly , who pretends to have 
outgriev'd the whole Town for her Husband --- 
They are certainly coming --- Oh no ! here let me 
--- Thus let me ſit and Widow on her Couch: 
think. Wretched diſ- ) while ſhe is raving as to 
conſolate as I am! oh ) her ſelf, Tatt. ſoftly brings 
wellcome , wellcome, Cin the Ladies. | 
dear killing anguiſh! oh that I could liedown, and 
die in my uo heavineſs : But whai---how ? Na 
my dear dear Lord! Why do you look ſo pale 
gaſtly at me? Wottoo, Wotroo fright thy own trem- 
bling ſhivering Wife--- 

Tatt. Nay good Madam be comforted. 

Wid. Thou ſhalt not have me. (puſhes Tatt. 

Tatt. Nay , Good Madam, *Tis I, Tis I your 
Ladyſhip's own Woman; Tis I, Madam, that 
dreſs you, and talk to you, and tell you all that's 
done in the houſe every day; tis I--- 

Wid. Is it then poſſible? is it then poſſible that I 
am left? ſpeak to me not---hold me nor---I'll 
break the liſtning walls with Looks ſurpriz'd at 
my complaints---- ſeeing Company , then 
Ah! Tattleaid--- ſeverely at Tattleaid. 


. La, Nay, — be not angry at her, we 
| 3 


would 
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[| would come in in ſpire of her; We are your Friends; 

N and are as concern'd as you— if 
|| Wid. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, All join in C 
| Madam, I am an undone Woman! Oh. her eee 1 
ö me! Alas ! Alas! Oh! Oh ! * 


1 ſwoon, 1 expire. ( Faints 10 
1 | 24. La. Pray Mrs. Tattleaid bring ſomething that 
|| is cordial to her. [[ Exit Tar W C 
| zd. La Indeed, Madam , you ſhould have pa- x 
| tience; 5 his Lordfhip was old. To die is but going | 
xz before in a journey we mult all take. de 
| F 
[| Enter Tattleaid loaded with 3 34. Lady 13 
ö EE Fakes a bottle from her and drinks. 7 
1 1 
1 45h. La. Lord! How my Lady Fleer drinks: I's | a 
| | heard indeed but ne ver could LIE 1 it of her. a 


(Drinks alſs. P 
; 17. La. But Madam, Don't you hear what the 
Town ſays of the Jilt Flirt, the men lik'd ſo much p 


in the Park e Harkee---was ſeen ) whiſpers / b 
| with her in a Hackney-Coach interruptions. © a 
— and ſilk- ſtockins---key - hole his wigg e 
the chair a: 
[ 24. La. Impudent Flirt , to be found out! fi 
| 34 La. But I ſpeak it only to you- h 


4th. La. Nox I but to one more. (Whiſpers next We. 
5th. La. 1 can't believe * Nay I always thought 
it. Madam--- 5 ( Whiſpers the Widow! 
Mid. Sure tis impoſſible ! The demure prim thing, 
ſure all the World's hypocriſy. Well, 1 thank my 
Stars, whatſoever ſufferings I have, 3 none in 
Reputation. 'I wonder at the Men ; I could never 
think her handſome. / She has really a good ſhape 
and complexion , bur no mejn. And no- Woman 
has the uſe of her Beauty without mein. Her charms 
are dumb, they want utterance. But whither docs 


AiffraQtion | lead me to talk of charms ?- p 
1/t. 


wn maAM TT =© ao = 


- — 


If. La. Charms! a Chit's, a Girl's charms, Come 
jet us Widows be true to our ſelves, 12 our 


g for 


countenances, and our characters, and a 
the Maids: I mean for the unmarried. 


24. La. Ay, ſince they will ſer up for ourknow- 8 


ledge, why ſhould not e for their ignorance? 

3d. La. But Madam, o' %u#day morning at 
Church , I curtſied to you and look d at a great 
Fuſſe in a glaring light dreſs, next Pew. Thar 
ſtrong maſculine thing is a Knight's Wife: ſhe pre- 
tends to all the tenderneſs in che world, and would 
fain put the unweildy upon us for the ſoft, tlie lan- 
guid. She has of a ſudden leſt her dayry, and fer; up 
for a fine Town-Lady ; calls her Maid 8/9) her 
Woman, ſpeaksto her by her Sirname Mrs. Cherriſiſt; 
and her great Foot-Boy of nineteen , big enough for 
a Trooper, is ſtrip'd into a Lace-coar , now Mr. 
Page forſooth. | 

4th, La. Oh! I have ſeen her- Well I heartily 
pity ſome people for their wealth; they might have 
been unknown elſe. You'd die, Madam, to ſee her 
and her equipage. I thought the honeſt fat Tits her 


Horſes were aſham'd of their finery ; they drag d on, 


as if they were ſtill at the plough ; anda great baſh- 
ful · look d Booby behind, grasp'd the Coach, as if he 


held Se ies arenas i Ro 
sth. La. Alas ſome. people think there's nothing 


but being fine to be gentile: bur the high prance 


of the Horſes, and the brisk inſolence of the Ser- 
vants in an Equipage of Quality, are inimicable , 
but to our own Beaſts and Servants, .. . +< 

1/7. La. Now you talk of Equipage; I envy this 
Lady, the beauty ſhe'Il appear in, in a mourning 
Coach ; 'twill ſo become her. complexion. I con- 
feſs I my ſelf mourn'd two years, for no other 
realop, ' Take up that hood there; oh that fair 
Face with a vail! ( They take up her hoods. 
EN D 4 Mid. 
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ſhe is. 
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Mid. Fie fie Ladies - But I've been told indeed 
black does become--- _ | 

24. La. Well, T1! take the liberty to ſpeak it, 
There's young Nutbrain has long had (I'll be (worn) 
a Paſſion for this Lady: Bur I'Il tell you one thing 


I fear ſhe'II diſlike , that is, he's younger than 


zd. La. No, that's no exception: But I'll tell you 
one, He's younger than his Brother. | 

Wid. Ladies, talk not of ſuch affairs: Who 
cou'd love ſuch an unhappy Reli& as I am ? But 
dear Madam , what grounds have you for that 
idle ſtory ? 

4th. La. Why he toaſts you, and trembles when 
you're ſpoke of: it muſt be a match. 


Wid. Nay , nay, you rally, you rally: But 1 | 


know you mean 1t kindly. 
1ft. Lady, I ſwear we do. 


Tatt. whiſpers the Widow. 
Wide. But I muſt beſeech you Ladies, fince you 


have been ſo com paſſionate . as to viſit, and ac- 


company my ſorrow, to ive me the only com- 
fort 1 can now know, to ſee my Friends chearful, 
and to honour an Entertainment Tattleaid has pre- 
par'd within for you: If I can find ſtrength enough, 
I'll attend you: But I wiſh you'd excuſe me, for 
I've no reliſh of food or joy, but will try to get 4 
bir down in my own Chamber. 

All. No no, you muſt go with us. 

it. Ea. There's no pleaſure without you. 

Wid. But, Madam, I muſt beg of your Lady- 
ſhip not to be ſo importune to my freſh calamity, 
as to mention N#tbrainany more: I'm ſure there's no- 


ching init. In love with me quoth a ! (is help'dof. 


Exe unt. 


Euter 
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loſt your Engliſh tongue all o 
when the Fellow call'd us French Whores, as we 
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Enter Mademoiſelle „and Campley in 
Woman's cloaths carrying her things. 


Ma. 1 very glad us be in de Ladies Antichamber; 


I was ſham'd of you. You you ſuch an impudent 


look: Beſides me wonder you were not ſeiz'd by 
the Conſtable , when you puſh'd de man into de 
kennell. | | | | 
Cam. Why, ſhould I have let him kiſs'd me? 
Ma. No: But if you had hit him wit Fan, and 
fay , why ſure ſawcy-box, it been enough; beſide 


what you hitted de Gentleman for offer kiſs me? 


Cam. I beg pardon, I did not know you were 
pleas'd with it. | J 
Ala. Pleaſe, no; but me rader be kiſſe, den you, 
Mr. Terim's Friend, be found out. Could not you 
ſay when he kiſſe me, ſure ſawcy- box dat's meat 


for your Maſter. Beſides, you take ſuch ſtrides 


when you walk. Walk —oh fie; deſe littill pette 
tiny bits a Woman ſteps. (Hering her ſtep. 
Cam. But prethee eee „ Why have you 

a ſudden 2 Methoughr 


_ along, and ſaid we came to ſtarve _ own 
cople , ye gave him pretty plain Engliſh ; he 
Hoes, Bop 2 Raſcall © ne, ſend him to the 
Stocks--- | 

Ma. Ha! ha! ha! I was in a paſſion and be- 
tray d my ſelf; but you're my Lover's Friend, and 
a man of Honour , therefore I know you'll do no- 
thing to injure us: Why, Mr. Campley , you muſt 
know I can ſpeak as good Engliſh as you; but 1 
don't, for fear of loſing my Cuſtomers. The 
Engliſh will never give a price for any thing they 


underſtand, Nay I've known ſome of your Fools 
pretend to buy with good breeding, and give any 
Tate rather than not be thought to have French 


D 5 enough 
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enough to know what they were doing : ſtrange 
and far-fetch'd things they only like. Don't, — 
how they, ſwallow Gallons of the juice- of Tea ; 
while their own dock-leaves are trod under foot? 
But Mum. My Lady Harrio . 


3 


> = 


d 


x bat ws Enter Lady Harriot. 


Madam, voſtre Servante, ſervante. | 
La: Har. Well Mademoiſelle , did you deliver 
% e 
La. Har. Well and how---is that it in your 
hand? F OE. 
Ma. Oui. 
La. Har. Well then, why don't you give it me? 
Mad. Oh Fie! Lady,, dat be fo right Engliſe, 
de Engliſe mind only de word of de Lovers; but 
de words of de Lovers are often lye, but de action 
FCC VF 

Ta. Har. What does the thing mean? Give me 
my Letter. „ eee . 5 
Mad. Me did not deliver your Letter. 

La. Har. No 2. -::- i - | | | | 
Mad. No; me tell you, me did drop it; to ſee 
Mr. Campley how Cavalier to take it up. As deſe 
me drop it, ſo Monſieur run take it up--- - 

( They both run to tale it up. 
ww © oÞ 22 | (Mad. [takes it. 
Ta. Har. Will you give me my Letter or not ? 

Mad. Oui- But dus he 'do--- { They both run 
Dere de hetter---ver'y well, very Harriot gets 
well © L'Amour! You at de * it. 
manner Mr. -Camply take it up better den 1, de 
eit 7 5+ » Ds 

La. Har. Reads.) 


M. A- 


* 4 


San, LA. DE. IB 


7 — glad you mention'd 3 indeed 1 Jid not 5 

that time think of; nor if 1 had ſhou'd I have 
known .how to have ſpoken of. But bleſs me more 
than Fortune can, 5 _ en fair £905, ee 5 
Auen : 


/ 


Dur wed Faithfull, 
af obedient humble Guan; 7 
| THO. CAMPL EY. 


| 
! 


What does he mean! > Bur bleſsr me Cooking akin 
more by turning -- Oh *tis he 5 obſerves Cam. 
himſelf ! Oh the Hoiden ! The /me. 

Romp'! I did not chinkany thing could add to your 
native confidence; but you look ſo very bold in 
that dreſs- - and your arms will fall off, and your | 
petticoats how they hang? 

Cam. Mademoiſelle, elt Vous de Salville > 
Leau i Hongrie, Chez, Monſieur Marchand de Mont- 
pelier . Dis for your teet, ( ſhoꝛuing his Trinkets ) 
De Effence ', a little Book French for teach de 
elder Broders make Compliments. ' W ill you 1 ſay 
have any thing that 1 have 2 Wil you have all 
have, Madam: 

La. Har. Ves, tad "Ra hs wine 's Gake, will 
ra part with mis box , white 1 live; ba , ha 

„ TEST | 

Cam. But Lady Harridt 7 we . not ſtand 
laughing as you oblerye in your letter, delays are 
dangerous in this wicked Woman's cuſtody of you: 
Therefore I muſt Madam beſeech you, and pray ſtay 
not on niceties but be advis d. 

Ta. Har. Mr. Campley, I have no will but yours, 
Cam. Thou dear Creature---bur (Xiſſes her hand) 
Harkee 


+ A 
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Harkee then you muſt change dreſles with Made- 
moiſelle, * * with me inſtantly. | 
La. Har. What you pleaſe. 
Cam. Madam D'Epmgle , I muſt defire you t 
comply with a humour of Gallantry of ours; you 
may be ſure I'll bave an eye over the treatment 
you have upon my account, only to change habits 
wa Lady Harriot, and let her go, while you 
ay. | 
44. Wit all my heart. (offers to undreſs her ſelf. 
La. Ha. What before Mr. Campley ? 
Ma. Oh oh, very Anglaiſe ! Dat is ſo Engliſe, 
all Women of Quality en France are dreſs and 
undreſs, by a Valet-de-Chambre : De man Cham- 


ber maid help complexion, better den de Woman. 


| (apart to Harriot.) 
La. Ia. Nay; chat's a ſecret in dreſs Mawemoiſelle, 
I never knew before; and am ſounpoliſh'd an Engliſh 
Woman as to reſolve never to learn, ev'n to dreſs 
before my Husband. Oh! indecency! Mr. Campley 
do you hear what Mademoiſelle ſays? 1 
Ma. Oh! Hiſt---Bagatelle. . 
La. Ha. Well, we'il run in and be ready in an 
inſtant. ( Ex. L · Harriot and Mademoiſelle. 
Cam. Well 1 like her every minute better and 
better. What a delicate chaſtity ſhe has ! There's 


ſomething ſo groſs in the carriage of ſome Wives 


tho they're honeſt too, that they loſe their Hus- 


band's hearts for faults, which if they have either 
ood- nature, or good- breeding, they know not 
how to tell ein of. But how happy am I in ſuch a 


Friend as Hardy, ſuch a Miſtreſs as Harriot! 


Continue Heav'n , a grateful heart to bleſs 
With faith in Frien' ſhip, and in Love ſucceſs. 
| ( Exeunt 


ACT. 
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1 r A 
e 
Enter Widow and Truſty. 
| WIPDO W. 

M* Truſty , you have I doaſlure you, the ſame 
place and power , in the management of my 

Lord Brumpton's Eſtate, as in his life-time. (T am 
reduc'd to a neceſſity of truſting him (aſide) How- 
ever Tattleaid diſſembles the matter, the muſt be 
privy to Lady Harriot's eſcape; and Fardingale's as 
deep with 'em both, and I fear will be their ruin, 
which 'tis my care and duty to prevent. Be vigi- 
lant and you ſhall be rewarded. I ſhall employ you 
wholly in Lady Sharlet's affairs; ſhe is able to pay 
ſervices done for her. You've ſenſe, and underſtand 
me. „ (Exit Widow. 
Tru. Yes „ I do indeed underſtand you, and 
could wiſh another could, with as much deteſta- 
tion as I do; but my poor old Lord is ſo ſtrangely. 
ſo bewitchedly enamour'd of her, that ev'n after 
this diſcovery of her wickedneſs I ſee he could be 
reconcil'd to her ; and tho he 1s aſham'd to con- 
feſs ro me, I know he longs to ſpeak with her. 
If I tell Lord Hardy all; to make his Fortune, he 
would not let his Father be dishonour d, by a pub- 
lick way of ſeparation. If things are acted privatly, 
1 know ſhe'Il throw us all. Th re's no middle way; 
I muſt expoſe her to make ate - union impracticable. 
Alas how is honeſt Truth baniſh'd the World! then 
we muſt watch the ſeaſons and ſoft avenues to Men's 
hearts, to 8 entrance ev 'n for their own good 


aud autere (Exit. 
Enter 
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Enter Lord Hardy, campley „Trim. 


Id. Ha. I forget my own misfortunes , dear Cam- 
Pley, when I reflect on your ſuccels. 
Cam. I aſſure you, ir moderates the ſwell of 


joy that IJ am in, to think of your difficulties. I 1 


hope my felicity is previous to yours. My Lady 
Harriot gives her ſervice to you, and we both think 
it but decent to ſuſpend our Marriage, till your and 
Lady Sharlot's affairs are in the ſame poſture. 
Ia. Ha. Where is my Lady? : | 
Cam She's at my Ant's my Lord. But my Lord, 
if you don't interpoſe , I don't know how I ſhall 
adjuſt matters with Mr. Trim, for leaving his Mi- 
ſtreſs behind me; I fear he'll demand ſatisfaction 
of me. | | „ 
Tri. No Sir, alas I can know no ſatisfaction, 
while ſhe is iu jeopardy. Therefore would rather be 
put in a way to recover her, by ſtorming the Caſtle, 
or other feat of Arms; like a true enamour'd Swain 
as Jam. 1333 3 „ 2 
Cam. Since we are all three then expecting 
overs, my Lord, prethee let's have that Song of 
purpoſe, © © i! 


14 


— 


* 


yours which ſuits bur common 


. 14. Ha. Call i n the Boy. 
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J A alle as tn f lis 131 
Ne Minutes bring the happy hour, | 

: 3h, EET ONES ' 23 e e 4 prey 7 
And Chloe bluſhing to the Bower * © 


"©... Then ſhall all idle Flames be o'er, | on 
Nor eyes nor heart eer wander more: 
not 7255 Ae nfs for e er on the, 
1 12 2 or thou art a LIDO, zo "me. on : ; Ot 
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Begone thou meteor fleeting irem 

And all that can't ſurvrve 25 rei 
Chloe my reaſon moves and aue, 

And Cupid ſhot me, "When oy 0 e haA 


+ 
4 * 
* 


Trim. Look vou, Canton; » ſince as you are 


11 > ib. [ La 


pleas'd to ſay we're all: Lovers , and conſequently | 


Poets, pray do me the honour to hear a little Air 
of mine. Yon muſt know then, I once had! the 
misfortune to fall in love below my ſelf; but things 


went hard with us at that time, ſo that my Paſſion, 


or as I may poetically ſpeak, my fire was in the 

Kitchin: Twas towards a Cook-Maid; but before 
IJ ever ſaw Mrs. Deborah. | by 
Ld. Har. Come on then , Trim, let $ have it. 
Trim, 1 muſt run into next room for A Lute, | 

(Exit. 

dun This muſt be diverting: can n che Rogue play? 


| Recenter Trim > "wid: a pair of Tong * 
A 1 7 2:99 15 YN n i153 1 
Trim. Dear Colin her ſelf very well underſtood 
this Inſtrument; Itherefore always fuñg chis Song to 
it, as thus. 
VF 21. „ „ bie NM een 
YOu eee kind ol good, 
Flas all my heart and ſiomach o roo; N 
She mali me love; cy K gg 7 ; vom 
As other "proviſh Wenthez 25 - Faq 117776 


eit dot 10} e 

When Tein leaves her 3 45 Coll," irs 

« Which all but I a' Cole-hole call: mop 55 
F fly: ye that above fairs dwell, 1960 

1 Her Os 15 N 3 ye voi: at 1; I 28w 1 
4 £7 fi ea# nid 5104 


T And As her fair , —— car impure. lies ds 
17 . Thus hae „o make all thing: fm , 59 01s 
e Brigh-. 
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Brighten's the floor with wondrous art, 
And at her touch the diſhes ſhine, 
Id. Har. I proteſt, Will, thou art a Poet indeed. 
And at her touch the diſhes ſhine---And you rouch 
your Lute as finely, | 


Enter Boy. 


Boy. There's one Mr. Truſty below, wou'd ſpeak 
with my Lord. . ; 
Ld. Har. Mr. Truſty! My Father's Steward! What 

can he have to ſay to me? | 


Camp. He's very honeſt, to my knowledge. f 
IA. Har. I remember indeed when I was turn'd 
out of the houſe , he follow'd me to the Gate , 3 
and wept over me, for which I've heard he'd like 
to have loſt his place. But however I muſt adviſe ® + 
with you a little , about my behaviour to him : t 


| +Ler's in. Boy bring him up hither , tell him Tl! bi 
| wair on him Faure ( Exit Boy. | 
I ſhall want you l believe here Trim. (Exeunt, 


Re-Enter Boy, and Truſty. 


Boy. My Lord will wait on you here immediately. 9 
l Exit. Boy. FJ 

Truſt. Tis very well. Theſe Lodgings are but 
homely for the Earl of Brumpton-—Oh that damn'd y 


Strumpet ! that I ſhou'd ever know my Malter's y 
Wife for ſuch. How many thouſand things does L 
my head run back to? After my poor Father's to 
death the good Lord took me, becauſe he was a to 
Captain in his Regiment, and gave me Education. at 
I was I think three and twenty when this young L 
Lord within was Chriſtned; what a do there was ta 
about calling him Francis? (wipes his eyes.) Theſe ca 


are but poor Lodgings for him. I cannot bear the ſy 
| 24 joy fi 
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joy to think that I ſhall ſave the Family, from 
which I've had my bread. : 


Enter Trim. 1 x 
Trim. Sir my Lord will wait you immediately. 
Tru. Sir 'tis my duty to wait him | 

| | ( as Trim is going. 
But Sir, are not you the young Man that attended him 
at Chriſt- Church in Oxford, & have follow'd him 
ever ſince? N | F141 Ny 
mow. Yes Sits Fame” | 
Truſt. Nay Sir, no harm; but you'll thrive the 
better for it. 1 . . 
Trim. I like this old fellow, I ſmell more 
Sn 2 wo (aſide. Exit. 
Truſt. Ithink 'tis now eight years ſince 1 ſaw him, 
hewasnct-then nineteen, when I follow'd him to 
the gate, and gave him Fifty Guineas , which I pre- 
tended his Father ſent after him. | 


Enter Lord Hardy. 


Lad. Har. Mr. Truſty, I'm very glad to fee you 
look very hale and jolly ; you wear well I'm 
1 to ſee it but your commands to me Mr. 

ruſty. 8 | | 

Traft. Why my Lord , I preſume ro wait on 
your Lordſhip : my Lord you're ſtrangely grown; 
you're your Father's very Picture; you're he, my 

Lord: You are the very Man that look'd ſo pleas'd , 
to ſee me look ſo fine in my Lac'd Livery „to go 
to Court. I was his Page when he was juſt ſuch 
auother as you. He kiſs'd me afore a great many 
Lords, and ſaid I was a brave Man's Son that 
taught him to exerciſe his Arms. I remember he 
carry'd me to the great window , and bid me be 
ſure to keep in your Mother's fight in all my 


finery. She was the fineſt young creature; the 


Maids 
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Maids of Honour hated to ſee her at Court. My 
ord then courted my good Lady. She was as kind 
to me; on her death bed, ſhe ſaid to me, Mr, 
Truſty take care of my Lord's ſecond Marriage for 
that-Child's. lake: She pointed as well as ſhe could 
to you. You fell a crying and ſaid ſhe ſhould not 
die; but the-did my Lord: ſhe left the World, 
and no one like her in't. For- 5 Weeps , runs to my 
oY me my honour'd Maſter, UL Lord, and hugs him. 
ve often carry'd you in theſe arms that graſp you: 
they were ſtronger then, But if I die to-mor- 
row. you're worth j5000. l. by my gift; tis what 
I've got in the Family, and I return it to you with 
thanks---Butalas, do I live to ſee you want it? 

Ld. H. You confound me with all this tender- 
„„ nn,, wen, Es 

Tru. I'll trouble you no longer my Lord=--Bat -- 
Tad. H. Call ic not a trouble, for--- 

Tru. My good Lord, I will not, Ifay, indulge 
my {ſelf in talking fond tales that melt me, and 
interrupt my ſtory : My buſineſs to your Lordſhip 
in one word is this ; I am in good confidence at 

reſent with my Lady, Dowager , aud I know ſhe 

as ſome fears upon her , which depend upon the 
nature of the Settlement to your disfavour. And 
under the Roſe, be your ſelf, I fear your Father 
has not had fair play: for his life ; be compos'd 
my Lord ; what 1s to be done is this ; we'll not 
apply to publick Juſtice in this caſe , till we ſee 
farther : will make it noiſy., which we mult 
not do, if I might adviſe. To {ball with a de- 
tachment of your Company , ſeize the Corps as it 
goes out of the houle this evening to be 1nterr'd 


in the Country ; 'twill only look like taking the 


Adminiſtration upon your ſelf, and commencing a 
Suit for the Eſtate. She. has put off the lying in 
State; and Lady Harriot's eſcape with Mr. Campley, 
makes her fear he will prove a powerfull 3 


da 
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both to the young Ladies and your Lordſhip. She 
cannot with decency be ſo buſie, as when the 
Corps is out of the houſe , therefore haſtens it. I 
know your whole affair ; leave the care of Lady 
Sharlot to me: T'll pre-acquaint her, that ſhe 
mayn't be frightned , and diſpoſe of her ſafely, to 
obſerve the iſſue. 

: Ld. Har. I wholly underſtand you; it ſhall be 
ons: | 

Truſt. Im ſure I am wanted this moment for 

your intereſt at home. This Ring ſhall be the Paſs- 


port of intelligence, for whom you ſend to aſſault 


us, and the remittance of it ſeal'd with this , ſhall 


be authentick from within the houſe, 


14. Har. Tis very well. 
Truſt. Hope all you can wiſh my Lord, from a 


certain ſecret relating to the Eſtate, which I'll ac- 


quaint you with next time I ſee you. (Ex. Truſty. 
Ld. Har. Your Servant---This Fellow's ſtrangely 


| honeſt---Ha! Will, 


Enter Campley and Will. 


Mill, don't the Recruits wait for me to ſee em a 
| their parade before this houſe? 


Trim. Yes, and have waited theſe three hours. 

Ld. Har. Go to em, 1'll be there my ſelf im- 
mediately ; we muſt attack with em, if the Rogues 
are ſturdy , this very evening. 

Trim. I gueſs where ; I'm overjoy'd at it. Ill 
warrant you they do it, if I command in Chief. 

Ld. Har. I deſign you ſhall. (Trim runs out jumping. 

Camp. You ſeem my Lord to be in deep medi- 
tation, 

Ld. Har. I am ſo, but not on any thing that you 
may not be acquainted with. 


1 Enter 


1 
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back. 


felf; thou haſt been a true Campayneer Rate, and 
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Enter Trim, with a Company of ragged 
Fellows , with a Cane. 


1. So. Why then I find Mr. Trim. we ſhall come 


to blows before we ſee the French. 

Trim. Barkee , Friend , 'tis not your affair to 
gueſs or enquire what you are going to do; tis 
only for us Commanders. n 

24, So. The French ! Pox, they are but a company 
of ſcratching Civet- Cats - They fight! | 

Tri. Harkee don't blufter ; were not you a little 
miſtaken in your facings at Steinkirk ? 

24. So. I grant it; you know I have an antipathy 
to the French, I hate to ſee the Dogs; look you 
here, Gentlemen, I was ſhot quite through the 
body, look you. - vert 07.1 5 
Trim. Prethee look where it enter'd at your 


24, So. Look you Mr. Trim „you will have your 
joke; we know you are a Wit, but what's that to 
a fighting Man? . 

| Enter Kate. 


Kate, Mr. Trim, Mr. Trim- 


Trim. Things are not as they have been Mrs. 


Kate; I now pay the Company; and we that pay 
money expect a little more ceremony. 

Kate. Will your Honour pleaſe to taſte ſome 
right French Brandy? | 

Trim. Art thou ſure, Good Woman, tis right; 
{Drinks.) How --- French ---pray---nay if I find you 
deceive me, who pay the Men. (Drinks. 

Kate. Pray , good Maſter , have you ſpoke to 
my Lord about me? 


Trim. I have; but you ſhall ſpeak to him your 
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we muſt not neglect thee: do you ſell grey-peaſe 
yet of an evening, Mrs. Matchlock? ( Drinks again. 

Kate. Any thing to turn the penny ; but J gor 
more by crying Pamphlets this year than by any 
thing I have done a great while. Now I am mar- 
ried into the Company again, I deſign to croſs the 
Seas next year. But Maſter, my Husband, a Tem- 
ple Porter, and a Parliament Man's Footman , 
laſt night by their talk made me think there was 
danger of a Peace; why they ſaid all the prime 
People were againſt a War. e 1 
© Trim. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know I 
keep great company; all Men are for a War; but 
ſome would have it abroad, and ſome would have it 
at home in their own Country. : 

Kate. Ay, ſay you ſo? drink about Gentlemen, 
not a farthing to pay; a War is a War, be it 
where it will. But pray Mr. Trim , ſpeak to my 
Lord , thar when theſe Gentlemen have ſhirts I may 
waſh for 'em. 

Trim. I tell you, if you behave well to-night , 
you ſhall have a fortnight's Pay, each Man as a 
Reward : but there's none of you induſtrious ; 
there's a thouſand things you might do, to help out 
about this Town; as to cry Puff, Puff, Pyes; have 
ou any Knives or Scizars to grind? or late in an 
Evening, whip from Grub-Street, ſtrange and bloody 
News from Flanders- Votes from the Houſe of Com- 
mons---=Buns , rare Buns --= Old Silver Lace, Cloaks, 
Sutes or Coats Old Shoes, Boots or Hats --- bur 
here, here, here's my Lord a coming, here's the 
Captain, fall back into the rank, there move up 
in the ceuter. f 


Enter L. Har. and Cam pley. 


L. Har. Let me ſee whether my ragged Friends 
are ready and about me. | | 
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Kate. Enſign Campley , Enſign Campley , I am 


over-joy'd to ſee your Honour; ha' the World's 
ſurely alter'd, ha? | | 
Cam. *Tis ſo Faith Kate; why thou art true to 
the cauſe, with the Company ſtill honeſt Amaxon? 
Kate. Dear Soul, not a bit of pride in him; 
but won't your Honour help in my buſineſs with 
my Lord? ſpeak for me, noble Enſign, do. 
Cam. Speak to him your ſelf, I'll {ſecond you. 
Kate. Noble Captain, my Lord , I ſuppoſe Mr. 
Trim has told your Honour about my Petition: I 
have been a great ſufferer in the Service: tis hard 


for a poor Woman to loſe nine Husbands in a1 


War, and no notice taken , nay three of 'em alas 
in the ſame Campaigne ; here the Woman ſtands 
that ſays it. I never ſtript a Man till I firſt try'd 
if he could ſtand on his legs ; and if nor, I think 
'twas fair plunder : except our Adjutaut , and he 
was a Puppy that made my eighth Husband run 
the Gantlet for not turning his toes our. 

L. Har. Well, we'll conſider thee Kate, but fall 
back into the Rear. A Role of what Gentlemen 
Soldiers. | 

Trim to Bumkin. Do you hear that , my Lord 
himſelf can't deny but we are all Gentlemen, as 
much as his Honour. | 

L. Har. reading, Gentlemen Soldiers, Quar- 
ter'd in and about Guy-Court in Vinegar-Yard , in 


Ruſſel-Court in Drury-Lane , belonging to the Ho- 


nourable Captain Hardy's Company of Foot. So, 
Anſwer to your names and march off from the 
left, John Horſeem Corporal, March eaſie, that I 
may view you as you pals by me; Drums. Simon 
Rifle, ha! Ruffle , what's the meaning you ſtride 

and founder at that rate? 

Ruffle , I'm pox't, like your Honour. 

L. Har. Trim , let him be carry'd to our Sur- 
geon's Mate, Pox't , you Brute Beaſt ! have you no 
| | ſhame ? 
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ſhame ? The next time you ſhall rot: Darby 
Tattoo---there's a Shilling for you Tattoo! be 
always ſo tight: how does he keep himſelf to 
clean? | #3 

Trim. Sir, he is a Tragedy Drum to one of the 
Play-houſes. — 7 25 
IL. Har. Private Gentlemen. Alexander Co- 
witch , Humphrey Mundungus , William Faggot , Ni- 
cholas Scab , Timothy Megrim , Philip Scratch, Ne- 
hemiah Duſt, Humphrey Garbage , Nathaniel 
Matchlock. N ARES 
Cam. What is Matchlock come back to the Com- 
pany ? That's the Fellow that brought me off at 
Steinkirk. 5 (Offering to give him money.) 
L. Har. No, Sir, tis I am oblig'd to him for 
that; there Friend; ( gives him money) you ſhall 
want for nothing; I'll give thee a Halbert roo. 
Kate, O brave me! Shall I be a Sergeant's Lady? 
I faith I'll make the Drum's,and the Corporal's Wi- 
ves, and Company-keepers know their diſtance. 
Cam, How far out of the Country did you come 
to liſt 2 Don't you come from Coruwall? how did 
you bear your charges? 
4 HE. I was whipt from Conſtable to Con- 
able. 


Trim. Ay, my Lord , that's due by the courte- 


' fie of England, to all that want, in red coats. 


Beſides there's an Act that makes us free off all 
Corporations , and that's the ceremony of it. 

Camp. But what pretence had they for uſing you 
ſo ill? You did not pilfer ? 

Match, I was found guilty of being poor. 

Cam. Poor Devil! | | 

L. Har. Timothy Ragg : Oh Ragg ! I thought 


when I gave you your diſcharge , juſt afore the 


Peace, we ſhould never have had you again; how 
came you to liſt now? | 
Ragg. To pull down the French King. 
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IT. Har. Bravely reſolv'd : but pull your ſhire 
into your breeches , the mean time. Feoffrey Tatter: 
what's become of the skirts and buttons of your 
coat? 

Tatter. In our laſt cloathing, in the Regiment 
I ſerv'd in afore, the Collonel had one skirt be- 
fore, the Agent one behind, and every Captain of 
of the Regiment a button. | 

L. Har. Huſh, you Rogue, you talk mutiny. 

Trim. Ay Sirrah ; what have you to do with 
more knowledge than that of your right-hand , 
from your left? ( Hits him a blow on the head. 

IL. Har. Hugh Clump: Clump thou growelt a little 
too heavy for marching. 

Trim, Ay , my Lord, but if we don't allow him 
the Pay he'll ſtarve ; for he's too lame to get into 
the Hoſpital. | | 
T. Har. Richard Bumpkin | Ha ! a perfect Coun- 
try Hick; how came you Friend to be a Soldier? 

Bump. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have been croſs'd 
in love, and am willing to ſeek my Fortune.” 


L. Har. Well, I've ſeen enough of 'em; if you 


mind your affair, and act like a wiſe General, 
theſe Fellows may do. Come take your Orders. 
Well Gentlemen do Trim puts his hat on 
your buſineſs manfully ( his ſtick , while my Lord 
and nothing ſhall be too ( is giving him the Ring and 
ood for you. whiſpers Orders. 


All. Bleſs your Honour, (Ex. Har. and Campley. 


Trim, Now , my brave Friends and Fellow 
Soldiers --- ( aſide ) I muſt Fellow Soldier em juſt 
afore a Battle, like a true Officer, tho' I cane em 
all the year round beſide. ( Srruting about) Major 
General Trimz, no Pox , Trim ſounds ſo very ſhort 
and priggiſh ; that my Name ſhould be a mono- 
{yllable ! bur the foreign news will write me, 
1 ſuppoſe , Monſieur, or Cheyalicr Irimont, Seig- 
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neur Trimoni, or Count Trimontx, in the German 
Army, I ſhall perhaps be call'd; ay, that's all the | 
plague and comfort of us great Men, they do ſo 

tols our Names abour --- but Gentlemen you are 

now under my command; Huzza ! thrice - Faith, 

this is very pleaſing , this grandeur ! why after all tis 

upon the neck of ſuch Scoundrels as theſe Gentle- 

men, that we great Captains , build our Renown. 

A million or two of theſe Fellows make an Ale- 

xander ; and as that my Predeceſſor ſaid in the 

Tragedy of him, on the very fame occaſion, going 

to ſtorm for his Statira, ſo do I for my dear 
Sempſtreſs, Madam D'Epingle : 


When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſlay ; 
'Tis Beauty calls, and Glory leads the way. 


— — 


— — — 
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Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton. 


I S125 


g HE knows no moderation in her good Fortune; 
ſhe has out of impatience to ſee her (elf in her 
weeds , order'd her Manto-Woman to ſtich up 
any thing immediately: you may hear her and Tat- 
tleaid laugh aloud , ſhe is ſo wantonly merry. 

L. Br. But this of Lady Sharlot is the very utmoſt 
of all ill: pray read---but I muſt fit---my late fit 
of the Gout makes me act with pain and conſtraint 


et me ſec, 
E 5 Truf. 
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Truf. She writ it by the Page who brought it me, 
as I had wheedled him to do all their paſſages: 

TL. Br. (reads) You muſt watch the occaſion of 
the Servants being gone our of the houſe , with 
the Corps, Tattleaid (hall conduct you to my Lady 


Sharlot's appartment---away with her - and be ſure 


you bed her. | 
( Your Aﬀettionate Siſter , Mary Brumpton. 
Brumpton | The Creature---ſthe call'd as Frank's 
Mother was? Brumpton! The Succuba ! What a 
Devil incarnate have I had in my boſome? Why 
the common abandon'd Town - women would 
ſcruple fuch an action as this; tho' they have loſt 
all regard to their own chaſtity , they would be 
tender of another's. Why ſure lhe had no infancy, 
ſhe never had virginity , to have no compaſſion 
through memory of her own former innocence ; 
this is ro forget her very Humanity , her very Sex. 
Where is my poor Boy? Where's Fran? Does not 
he want? How has ke liv'd all this time? not a 
Servant I Warrant to attend him ; what company 
can he keep? What can he ſay of his Father? 
_ Truf. Tho' you made him not your Heir, he is 
ſtill your Son; and has all the duty and tenderneſs 
in rhe world , for your memory. 

T. Br. It is impoſſible Truſty, it is impoſſible. 
I will not rack my ſelf with the thought that one 
I have injur'd can be ſo very good. Keep me in 
countenance , tell me he hates my very name, 
won't aſſume my Title, becauſe it deſcends from me. 
What's his company? = 

Truſ. Young Tom Campley, they are never a- 
ſunder. Fs 

L. Br. Tam glad he has my pretty Tattler , the 
chearful innocent Harriot ; I hope he'll be good to 
her, he's good natur'd and well-bred. 

Truſ. But my Lord, ſhe was very punctual in 
ordering the Funeral ; ſhe bid Sable be ſure to lay 

| | you 
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you deep enough , ſhe had heard ſuch ſtories of the 


wicked Sextons taking up people; but I with, 
my Lord, you would pleaſe to hear her and Tat- 
tleaid once more. | 
L. Br. I know to what thy zeal tends: but I tell 
ou, ſince you cannot be convinc'd bur that I have 
{till a ſoftneſs for her; I ſay tho' Ihad fo, it ſhould 
ne ver make me tranſgreſs that ſcrupulous Honour 
that becomes a Peer of England. If I could forget 
injuries done my ſelf thus groſs, I never will thoſe 
done my Friends. You knew Sharlot's worthy 
Father---no , there's no- need of my ſeeing more 
of this Woman, I behold her now with the ſame 
eyes that you do; there's a meanneſs in all ſhe ſays 
or does; the has a great wit, bur a little mind, 
ſome thing ever wanting to make her appear my 


Lady Brumpton ; ſhe has nothing natively great. 


You ſee I love her not, I talk with judgment 
of her. 

Truſ. I ſee it, my good Lord, with joy I ſee it, 
nor care how few things I ſee more in this world. 
My ſatisfaction is compleat: Welcome old Age, 
welcome decay; Tis not decay, but growth to 
a latter being. (Exit. Leading L. B. 


Re-enter Truſty meeting Cabinet. 


Truſ. 1 have your Letter, Mr. Cabinet. 

Cab. J hope Sir, you'll believe it was not in my 
nature to be guilty of ſo much baſeneſs; but being 
born a Gentleman, and bred out of all roads x 
induſtry , in that idle manner roo many are, I ſoon 
{ſpent a ſmall Patrimony ; and being debauch'd by 
luxury, I fell into the narrow mind to dread no 
infamy like Poverty, which made me guilty as 
that paper tells you: and had I not writitto you Lam 
{ure I never could have told you of it. 

Truſ. It is an ingenuous , pious penitence in mw 

7 


76 De FUNERAL: Or; 
My Lord Hardy (to whom this ſecret is ineſtimable 
is a noble natur d Man, and you ſhall find him ſuch, 
I give you my word. | 

Cab. I know, Sir, your integrity. 
Truſ. But pray be there: all that you have to do, 


is to ask for the Gentle woman of the houſe at my Lord 
Hardy's , ſhe'll take care of you; and pray have 


Patience , where ſhe places you, till you ſee me. 
(Ex. Cab.) My Lord Hardy's being a houſe where 
they receive Lodgers , has allow'd me convenience 
to place every body I think neceſſary to be by at her 
diſcovery. This prodigious welcome Secret |! I ſec 
however impracticable honeſt actions may appear, 
we may go on with juſt hope. | 

All that is ours, is to be juſtly bent. 

And Heay'n in its own cauſe will bleſs th' event. 


Enter Trim and his Party, 


Trim. March up, march up; Now we are near 
the Citadel, and I halt only to give the neceſlary 
Orders for th' Engagement. Ha ! Clump, Clump , 
when we come to Lord Brumpton's door, and you 
ſee us conveniently diſpos'd about the houſe , ycu 
are to wait till you ſee a Corps brought out of the 
houſe , then to go up to him , you obſerve, the 
Director, and ask importunately for an Alms to a 
poor Soldier ; For which you may be ſure you ſhall 

ave a good blow or two: But if you have not, be 
ſaucy till you have. Then when you ſee a File of 
Men got between the Houſe and the body---A File 
of Men, Bumplin, is fix Men---I ſay when you ſee 
the File in ſuch a poſture, that half the File may face 
to the Body, you are to fall down, crying Murder, 
chat the half- file fac'd to the Body, may throw it, 
and themſelves, over you. I then march to your 
reſcue. Then, Swagger, you and your Party fall in 
F 5 | | to 
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to ſecure my Rear; while J march off with the Body. 

Theſe are the Orders---And this, with a little im- 
rovement of my own , is the ſame diſpoſition 

Villeroy and Catinat made at Chiari. | 

( Marches off with his Party. 


Enter Widow in deep mourning , with a dead 
Squirrel on her arm, and Tattleaid, 


Wid. It muſt be ſo, It muſt be your careleſſneſs: 
What had the Page to do in my bedchamber ? 
Tatt. Indeed, Madam, I can't tell, but I came 
in and catch'd him wringing round his neck. 
Wid. Tell the Raſcal from me , he ſhall romp 
with the Footmen no more. No, Ill ſend the 
Rogue in a frock to learn Latine, among the * 
Boys that come to good. I will But tis ever ſo 
among theſe Creatures that live on one's ſuperfluous 
affections; a Ladies Woman, Page, and Squirrel, 
are always Rivals. : | = 
Poor harmleſs Animal, pretty ev'n in death: 
Death might have overlook'd thy little life. | 
How could'ſt thou, Robin, leave thy nuts and me? 
How was't, import'nat deareſt, thou ſhould'ſt die 2 
Thou never did'{t invade thy Neighbour's ſoils ; 
Never madeſt War with ſpecious ſhews of Peace: 
Thou never haſt depopulated Regions, 
But chearfully didſt bear thy little chain 
Content, ſo I but fed thee with this hand. | 
Tatt. Alas, alaſs! we are all mortal: Conſider, 
Madam, my Lord's dead too. ( Wreeps. 
Wid. Ay , but our animal Friends do wholly 
die ; an Husband or Relation after death, is re- 
warded or tormented : That's ſome conſolation, 
I know her tears are falſe, for ſhe hated Robin al- 
ways (aſide.) But ſhe's a well-bred dishoneſt Ser- 
vant, that neyer ſpeaks a painful truth, But T'll 
| te- 
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reſolve to conquer my affliction. Never ſpeak more 
of Robin; Hide him there. But to my dreſs ; 
How ſoberly magnificent is black? And the Train! 
I * how Widows came to wear ſuch long 
tails? 

Tatt. Why, Madam, the ſtatelieſt of all Crea- 
tures has the longeſt tail, the Peacock; nay it has of 
all Creatures the fineſt mein too, except your La- 
dyſhip, who are a Phenix. 

Wid. Ho ! brave Tatileaid. But did not you 
obſerve what a whining my Lady Sly made, when 
ſhe had drank a little? Did you believe her? Do 
you think there are really people ſorry for their 
Husbands ? 
 Tatt. Really, Madam, ſome Men do leave their 
Fortunes in ſuch diſtraction , that I believe it may 
be Speaks with pins in her mouth. 

Wid. But I ſwear I wonder how it came up to 
dreſs us thus---I proteſt, when all my Equipage is 
ready, and I move in full pageantry, I ſhall fanſie 
my ſelf an Embaſſadreſs from the Commonwealth 
of Women, the diſtreſſed State of Amazonia , to 
treat for Men. But I proteſt I wonder how two 
of us thus clad can meet with a grave face. Me- 
thinks they ſhould laugh out uke two Fortune- 
tellers, or two opponent Lawyers that know each 
other for cheats. = 

Tatt. Ha ! ha! ha ! I ſwear to you, Madam, 
your Ladyſhip's wit will choak me one time or 
other: I had like to have ſwallow'd all the pins in 
my mouth. | | 


Wid. But, Tatty , to keep houſe fix weeks, 


that's another barbarous cuſtom ; but the reaſon 
of it, I ſuppoſe , was that the baſe people ſhould 
not ſee people of Quality may be as afflicted as 

themſelves. | | 
Tart. No; 'tis becauſe they ſhould not ſee em as 
merry as themſclves, a 1 
| Mid. 
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Mid. Ha ! ha ! ha! Huſley , you never ſaid 
that you ſpoke laſt. Why *tts juſt , "tis Satyre. 
I'm fure you ſaw it in my face, that I was going 
to ſay it; 'twas too good for you. Come, lay 
down that Sentence and the pincuſhion , and pin 
up my ſhoulder, Harkee, Huſſey, if you ſhould, 
as I hope you won't, out-live me, take care I an't 
buried in Flannen; 'twould never become me, I'm 
ſure. That they can be as merry! Well, I'II tell 


my new acquaintance --- What's her name? — 


She that reads ſo much, and writes verſes - Her 


Husband was deaf the firſt quarter of a year- 


forget her name --- That expreſſion ſhe'll like. 
Well, that Woman does divert me — : Tl 
be very great with her. She talk'd very learnedly 


of the Ridicule , till ſhe was ridiculous; then ſhe 
| your of the Decent, of the Agreeable , of the In- 


enſible: ſhe deſigns to print the Diſcourſe. But of 
all things I like her notion of the inſenſible. 

Tatt. Pray, Madam, how was that? 

Wid. A moſt uſeful diſcourſe to be inculcated in 
our Teens. The purpoſe of it is to diſguiſe our 
apprehenſion , in this ill bred Generation of Men 


who ſpeak before Women what they ought not to 


hear. As now ſuppoſe you were a Spark in my com- 
pany, and you ſpoke ſome double entendre---I look 
thus. But be a Fellow, and you ſhall ſee how Ile uſe 
you. The inſenfible is uſeful upon any occaſion 
where we ſeemingly neglect, and ſecretly approve, 
which is our ordinary common caſe. Now ſuppoſe a 
Coxcomb dancing, prating and playing his tricks 
before me to move me- without pleaſure or diſtaſte 
in my countenance I look at him. juſt thus: but 
Ha, ha, ha! Ihave found out a Supplement to this 
notion of the Inſenſible, for my on uſe, which is 
infallible, and that is, to have always in my head 
all that they can ſay or do to me; ſo _— be 

= | ur- 
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ſurpriz d with laughter, the occaſion of which is 
always ſudden. | 
Tait, Oh my Lady Brumpton ( Tatt. bows and 
eringes) My Lady --- your moſt obedient Ser- 
vant --- | | | 
Wid. Look you, Wench , you ſee by the Art of 
inſenſibility, I pur you out of countenance though you 
were prepar'd for an ill reception. £27 
ITzatt. Oh! Madam How juſtly are you form'd 


for what is now fall'n to you, the Empire of Man- 


Kind. --- | 

Mid. O Sir, that puts me out of all my inſenſi- 
bility at once. That was ſo gallant! Ha ! What 
noiſe is that--- That noiſe of fighting---Run I ſay--- 
Whither are you going? What are you mad ? Will 
you leave me alone? Can't you ſtir? What, you can't 
take your meſſage with you What ever 'tis1 ſup- 
poſe you are not in the Plot; not you - Nor that 
now they're breaking open my houle for Sharlot--- 
not you --- Go ſee what's the matter. I ſay I have no 
body I can truſt - ¶( Ex. Tatt.) One minute I think 


this wench honeſt, and the next falſe - Whither 


ſhall I turn me? 


Tatt. Madam---Madam, 520 ( Re-entring.) 
Mid. Madam, Madam, will you ſwallow me 
gapeing? 


Tatt. Pray good my Lady be not ſo out of hu— 
mour, —- But there is a Company of Rogues have 
ſet upon our ſervants and the Burial Man's, while 
others ran away with the Corps. 

Mid. How? What can this mean? What can they 
do with it? Well twill fave the charge of interre- 
ment- but to what end ? . 


Enter Servants bloody and dirty haling in 
Clump and Bumpkin. 


Ser. I'le teach you better manners -»* I'le poor 
Soldict 


OT 
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soldier you. --- You Dog you, I will — Ma-? 


am , here are two of the Raſcals that were 
inthe gang of Rogues that carryed away the corps. 
Mid. We'll examine em apart --- Well Sirrah 
what are you? Whence came you? What's your name, 
Sirrah ? ( Clump makes ſigns as a dumb Man. 
Scr. O you Dog, you could ſpeak loud enough 
juſt now Sirrah , when your Brother Rogues maul d 
Mr. Sable--- we'll make you ſpeak Sirrah. 
Wid. Bring the other Lille hither ---I ſuppoſe 
im at my door? 5 | 
Cl. I think I have ſeen the Gentleman's face. 
(bowing to Bumpkin; 
Wi. The Gentleman's ! the Villain mocks me- 
But Friend, you look like an honeſt man, what 
are you? Whence come you? What are you Friend 2 
F. I'ſe at preſent but a private Gentleman; but 
I was liſted to be a Sergeant in my Lord Hardy's 
Company --- I'ſe not aſham'd of my name nor of 
my Koptin. --- „ 5 | 
Wi. Leavethe Room all. ( Exeunt all but Truſty g 
Tattle ) Mr. Truſty --- Lord Hardy! O that Impious 
young Man--- Thus with the Sacrilegious hands of 
Ruffians to divert his Father's aſhes from their urn, 
and reſt --- | = 
I ſuſpect this fellow (aſide) Mr. Truſty I muſt de- 
fireyouto be ſtill near me Ile know the bottom 
of ? ng and to Lord Hardy's Lodgings as I am, 
inſtantly --- Tis but the backſide of this ftreer I 


you will own you knew that man before you ſaw 


think. Let a Coach be call'd --- Tattleaid aſſoon 


as J am gone, conduct my Brother and his Friends 
to Lady Sharlot, away with her --- Bring Made- 
moiſelle away to me, that ſhe may not be a Wit- 
neſs. Come good Mr. Truſty. (Exeunt. 
Enter Lord Hardy leading Hartiot, _ 
| „ Camply, Irim. 
Ta. Ha, Why then 1 _ this Mr. Trim is a 
| per- 
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perfect General --- but Ile aſſure you, Sir, Ile ne- 
ver allow you an Heroe, who could leave your 
Miſtreſs behind you: you ſhould have broke the 


houſe down, but you ſhould have brought Made- | 


moiſelle with you. ps | | 

Tr. No really Madam; I have ſeen ſuch ſtrange 
fears come into the Men's heads, and ſuch ſtrange 
reſolutions into he Women's, upon the occaſion of 
Ladies following a Camp, I thought it more diſ- 
creet to leave her behind me: my ſucceſs will na- 
turally touch her as much as if ſhe were here. 

La. Ha. A good intelligent arch fellow this; (a- 
fide) But were not you ſaying, my Lord, you be- 


lieved Lady Brumpton would follow hither --- if ſo, | 


prav let me be gone, 3 

Ld. H. No Madam; I muſt beſeech your Lady- 
ſhip to ſta”; for there are things alledg'd againſt 
her , which you who have liv'd in the Family , may 
perhaps give light into, and which I can't believe 
ev'n ſhe could be guilty of. | 

La. Har. Nay,my Lord, that's generous to a folly; 
for even for her uſage of you, (without regard to 
my ſelf) I am ready to believe ſhe would do any 
thing that can come into the head of a cloſe , ma- 
licions, cruel, deligning Woman. 

| Enter Boy. 

Boy. My Lady Brumton's below. 

La. Ha. 1'll run then. 

Cam. No, no ſtand your ground; you a Soldier's 
Wife! Come we'll rally her to death. 

Id. Tar. Prethee entertain her a little, while I 
go in fora moment's thought on this occaſion. (Exit. 

La. H. he has more wit than us both. 

Cam. Plhaw , no matter for that. Be ſure as ſoon 
as the ſentence is out of mv mouth, to clap in with 
ſomething elſe , and laugh at all 1 fay ; Ill be 
gratcfull 2nd burſt my (elf at my pretty witty 
Wife. We'll fall in lap upon her, --- ſhe ſhan't have 
time to lay a word of the running away. En- 
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52 | Enter Lady Brumton. WW, 

O my Lady Brumpton , your Ladyſhip's moſt 
obedienr Servant: this is my Lady Harriote Campley 
--- Why, Madam; your Ladyſhip is immediately 
in your mourning --- nay as you have more wit than 
any body , ſo what ſeldom Wits have, you have 
more prudence too. Other Widows have nothing 
in a readineſs but a ſecond Husband : But you I ſee 
had your very weeds , and dreſs lying by you. 


La. H. Ay, Madam zl ſee your Ladyſhip is of the 


Order of Widow hood , for you have put on the habit. 
Wi. I ſee your Ladyſhip is not of the profeſſion 


of virginity , for you have loſt the look on'r. 


Cam. You are in the habit That was ſo pret- 
ty, nay without flattery Lady Harriote you have a 
great deal of wit, ha! ha! ha! | 

La. H. No, my Lady Brumpton hete is the Woman 
of wit; but indeed ſhe has but little enough, conſide- 


ring how much her Ladyſhip has to defend, ha! 


ha! ha! + 


Wi. L am ſorry „Madam, your Ladyſhip has not 


what's ſufficient for your occaſions, or that this pret- 
ty Gentleman can't ſupply 'em (Campley dan- 
cing about and trolling ) | 

Hey day: I find, Sir, your heels are a great help 
to your head: They relieve your Wit I ſee; and I 


don't queſtion but 'ere now they have been as kind 


to your Valour: ha! ha! 5 
Cam. Pox l can ſay nothing; tis always thus 


with your endeavourers to be witty (aſide) I ſaw 


Madam your mouth go, but there could be nothing 


offer'd in anſwer ro what my Lady Harriote ſaid: 


Jas home Twas cutting Satire. 

La. Ha, Oh Mr. Campley; But Pray, Madam, 
has Mr. Cabinet viſited your Ladyſhip ſince this ca- 
lamity? How ſtands that affair now? 

Wi. Nay Madam, if you already want inſtructions 
--- Fllacquaint you how the world ſtands, if you are 
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in diſtreſs; but J fear Mr. Campley over-hears us. 
Cm. And all the tune the Pipers play'd --- was 
'Toll-toll-dorol ---I ſwear Lady Harriote were I not 
already yours I could have a tender for this Lady. 


Wi. Come, good folks, I find we are very free 


with each other --- What make you two here? Do you 


board my Lord, or he you? come come, ten ſhillings 
a head will goa great way in a Family. What do you 
ſay Mrs. Campley, is it ſo? Does your Ladiſhip go 


to market yourſelf? Nay you're in the right of it 


come -- Can you imagine what makes my Lord ſtay 
--- He is not with his Land- ſteward --- not ſigning 
Leaſes hope; ha, ha, ha! 
Cam. Hang her, to have more tongue than a Man 
and his Wife too. (aaſide. 
Enter Lord Hardy. 

T4, Ha. Becauſe your. Ladyſhip is I know in very 
much pain in company you have injur'd, I'll be ſhort 
--- open thoſe doors --- There lies your Husband's , 
my Father's body --- And by you ſtauds the Man ac- 
cuſes you of poiſoning him. | | 

Wi. Of poiſoning him! 7 

| Truſ. The ſymptoms will appear upon the corps. 

Ld. Ha. But 1am ſeiz'd by nature --- How ſhall ! 
view a breathleſs lump of clay? Him whoſe high 
veins convey'd to me this vital force and motion. 

I cannot bear that ſight. --- 
Iam as fix'd and motionlefs as he. 
(They open the Coffin , out of which jump: 
| Lady Sharlot. 
Art thou the gaſtly ſhape my Mind had form'd ? 


Art thou the cold inanimate --- Bright Maid! 


Thou giveſt new higher life to all around. 
Whither does fancy fir'd with love convey me? 
Whither tranſported by my pleaſing fury? 
The Seaſon vaniſhes at thy approach, 

Tis Morn, tis Spring --- | 

Day lies and Lillies ſtrow thy flowery way. Why 
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Why is my Fair unmov'd? My Heav'nly Fair ? 
Does ſhe but ſmile at my exalted rapture ? | 

La. Sh. Oh! ſence of praiſe to me unfelt before, 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and charm my attentive ear. 
How ſweet applauſe is from an honeſt tongue. 

Thou loveſt my mind Haſt well affection plac'd 
In what, nor Time nor Age, nor Care, nor 
| Want can alter. = 
Oh how I joy in thee - My eternal Lover; 
Immutable as the object of thy flame! | 
I love, I'm proud, I triumph that I love. 
Pure I approach thee -- Nor did 1 with empty ſhows, 
Georgeous attire , or {tudied negligence ; 
Or ſong , or dance, or Ball, allure thy Soul, 
Nor want, nor fear, ſuch Arts to keep, or loſe it: 
Nor now with fond reluctance doubt to enter, 
My ſpacious bright abode, this gallant Heart. 

| (reclines on Hardy. 
La. Har. Ay Marry --- Theſe are high doings in- 
deed; the greatneſs of the occaſion has burſt their Paſ- 
ſion into Sock, Why Mr. Campley, when we are 
near theſe fine Folks, you and ] are bur mere Sweet- 
hearts. I proteſt - I'll never be won ſo ; you ſhall 
begin again with me. 

Cam. Prethee , why doſt name us poor Animals ? 
They have forgot there are any ſuch creatures as their 
old Acquaintance Tom. and Harriot. 

Lor. Har. So we did indeed, but you'll pardon us. 
Cam. My Lord, I never thought to Embra- 
ſee the minute wherein I ſhould rejoice 3 cing. 

at your forgetting me, but now I did heartily. 

La. Sh. Harrot 

La Har. Sharlot) 

Wi. Sir, You're at the bottom of all this ---Ifte 
you're skill'd at cloſe conveyances --- I'll know the 
meaning inſtantly of theſe intricacies: 'tis not that ſee- 
ming. honeſty and gravity ſhall fave you from your 
deſerts --- My Husband's death was ſudden --- You 
F z and 
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and the Burial Fellow were obſerv'd very familiar 
Froduce my Husband's body --- Or I'll try you for 
his Murder; which I find you'd put on me, thou hel- 
liſh Engine! 

Truſ. Look you Madam, I could auſwer you, but 
I ſcorn to reproach people in miſery - You're un- 
done Madam. 

Wi. What does the Dotard mean? Produce the Bo- 
dy Villain, or the Law ſhall have 3 Truſty 
thine for it --- Do you deſign to let). Exit haſtily. 
the Villain eſcape ? How juſtly did your Father 
judge, that made you a Beggar with that Spirit?-- You 
meant juſt now, you could not bear the company of 
thoſe you had injur'd. 

Tor. Har. You area Woman, Madam, and my 
Father's Widow --- but ſure you think you've highly 
injur'd me. | | 

( Here my Lord and Truſty half enter and obſerve, 

Mi. No, Sir, I have not, will not 1njure you --- 
I muſt obey the Will of my deceas'd Lord to a Tittle 
--- I muſt juſtly pay Legacies, Your Father , in con- 
fideration that you were his blood, would not whol- 
ly alienate you --- He left you Sir, this Shilling, with 
which Eſtate you now are Earl of Brumpton. 

Lor. Har. Inſolent Woman! It was not me my good 
Father diſinherited, 'twas him you repreſented. The 
Guilt was thine, he did an act of juſtice. 

Lord Brumpton entering with Truſty. 

Lor. Brum. Oh unparailel'd goodneſs ! 


(Tattleaid and Mademoiſelle at the other door entring: 


Truſ. Oh Tattleaid --- His and our hour is come. 

Wi. What do [ſce? my Lord, my Maſter, my 
Husband living ! | | 

Lor. Brum. (Turning from her, running to his Son) 
Oh my Boy, my Son--- Mr. Campley - Sharlot --- 
Harriot (All kneeling to him.) O my Children --- 
Oh, oh! Theſe paſſions are roo ſtrong for my old 


* 


Frame --- Oh the ſweet torture! My Son, my Son! 
| | I 
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I ſhall expire in the too mighty pleaſure ! my Boy ! 
Lor. Har. A Son, an Heir, a Bridegroom in one 
hour! O! Grant me Heaven , grant me moderation! 
Wi. A Son, an Heir! Am I neglected then? 
What, can my Lord revive? Vet dead to me; 
Only to me deceas d, to me alone, 
Deafto my ſighs and ſenſeleſs to my moan? 
Tor. Brum. Tis ſo long ſince I have ſeen plays, 
good Madam, that I know not whence thou doſt re- 
peat, nor can Janſwer. | | 
Mi. X ou can remember tho” a certain Settlement in 
which Iamthy Son and Heir --- Great Noble; that I 
ſuppoſe not taken from a Play, that's as irrevocable 
as Law can make it; that if you ſcorn me Your 
death and life are equal Or I'll ſtill wear my Mour- 
ning cauſe you're living. fx, 
Truſ. Value her not, my Lord, a prior Obliga- 
tion made you incapable of ſettling on her your Wife. 
Lor. Brum. Thy kindneſs, Iruſty, does diſtract 
thee --- I would indeed diſengage my ſelf by any ho- 
neſt means; but alas] know no prior gift that avoids 
this to her --- Oh my Child. | 
Truſ. Look you; Madam, I'll come again immes 
diately --- Be not troubled my dear Lords. (Exit. 
Cam. Truſiy looks very confident , there is ſome 
good in that. | 
| Re-enter Truſty with Cabinet. 
Cab, What, my Lord Brumpion living! Nay 
then | 
Truſ. Hold, Sit, you muſt not ſtir, nor can you, 
Sir, retract this for your hand-writing. My Lord, this 
Gentleman , ſince your ſuppos'd death has lurk'd a- 
bout the houſe , to ſpeak with my Lady, or Tattleaid, 
who upon your deceaſe have ſhun'd him, in hopes 


l ſuppole, to buy him off for ever. Now as he was 


prying about, he peep'd into your cloſer, where he 
ſaw your Lordſhip reading --- ſtruck with hor- 
| | f F 4 rour, 


= - The FUNERAL: Or, 
rour , and believing himſelf (as well he might) the 
diſturber of your Ghoſt, for alienation of your For- 
tune from your Family, he writ me this Letter, where- 
in he acknowledges a private Marriage with this 
Lady, half a year before you ever ſaw her. 
All. How! (All turn upon her diſdainfully. 
She recovering from her confuſion. 
Mi. No more a Widow then, but ſtill a Wife; 
I am thy Wife -- Thou Author of my evil. 
Thou muſt partake with me an homely board, 
An homely board that never ſhall be chearful; 
But every meal embitter'd with upbraidings. 
Thou that could ſt tell me, ey and ill were words 
When thou conl::'{t baſely let me to another, 
Vet could'ſt ſee < prights, great unbelieyer ! 
Coward ! Bugg tear'd Pemitent --- 
Stranger hencetor:htoall my joys; my joys 
To thy dishonour ; deſpicable thing, 
Dishonour thee ! Thou voluntary Cuckold. 
Cabinet /zcaks off, Widow flings after him, 
| | Tattleaid following) 
Tor. Brum. ] ſee you're all confus'd as well as I --- 
Ve are my Children ---I hold you all fo; Aud for 
your own uſe will ſpeak plainly to you. I cannot 
ate that Woman; Nor ſhall ſhe ever want. Tho'l 
ſcurn to bear her injuries --- Yet ſhould I ne'er been 
rous'd from that low Paſſion to a worthleſs Creature, 
bu: by diſdain of her attem pt on my Friend's Child. J 
am glad that {c-rn's confirm'd by her being that Fel- 
low's -- whom for my own ſake I only will con- 


temn. Thee Iraſiy how ſhall we proſecute with equal 
praiſe and thanks, for this great revolution in our 


Houſe? | | 
Ir:ſ Never to ſpeak on't more my Lord. 
Lor. Brum. You ate now Gentlemen going into 
cares, at a criſis in your Country. 
And ou this great occaſion Jm I'll mount 
Old Campley which thy Faiher gave me, 


And 
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And attend thee, a chearful gay old Man, 
Into the field to repreſent our County. 
My rough Plebeian Britans, not yet Slaves 
To France, ſhall mount thy Fathet's Son 
Upon their ſhoulders. Eccho loud their joy 
WhileI and Truſty follow weeping after. 
But be thou honeſt, firm, impartial; 
Let neither love, not hate, nor faction move thee, 
Diſtinguiſh words from things, & Men from crimes, 
Punctual be thou in payments, nor baſely ſcreen thy 
faults'gainſt Law, behind the Laws thou makeſt.— 
To Id. Hardy.) But thou againſt my death, muſt 
learn a ſupererogatory Moralicy. As he is to be juſt, 
be generous thou. Nor let thy reaſonable Soul be 


ſtruck , with ſounds and appellations; Title 15 no 


more, if not fignificant of ſomething that's ſuperiour 


in ay ſelf, to other Men; of which thou may'ſt be 


conſcious yet not proud. But if you ſwerve from 


higher Virtue than the crowd poſſeſs; know they that 
call thee Honourable , mock thee. You arets be a 
Peer, by birth a Judge; upon your Honour, of other's 


lives and fortunes : Becauſe that Honour's dearer than 
your own. Be good my Son, and be a worthy Lord: 
For when our ſhineing Virtues bleſs Mankind, we 


diſappoint the livid Malcontents, who long to call 
our noble Order uſeleſs. Our all's in danger, Sirs, 


nor ſhall you dally your youth away with your fine 
Wives: No in your Country's Cauſe you ſhall meet 
Death; while feeble we, with minds reſign'd, do 
wait it. Not but I intend your Nuprals, as ſoon as 


poſſible to draw Intails and Settlements. How neceſ- 


ſary ſuch things are, I had like to have been a fatal 
inſtance. To 
Cam. But my Lord here are a Couple that need not 


wait ſuch c-remonies. Pleaſe but to fit: You're been 


extremely mov'd and muſt betir'd. You ſay we muſt 

nor ſpend our time in daliance ; you'll ſee, my Lord, 

che Entertainment reminds us alfo of nobler things : 
| 2 an 
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what I deſign'd for my own Wedding, I'll comple- 
ment the General with. The Bride dances finely --- 
Trim will you dance with her ? 
Trim. Iwill, but I can't There's a Countryman 
of hers without by accident. | 
Cam. Ay but is he a dancer? To. | 
Trim. Is a Frenchman a dancer? is a Welſhman a 
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Gentleman? 1'1] bring him in. : ba 
| (Here a Dance and the following Songs 5 

3 | . 5 tu 

Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 1 

| ol 

N yorder bed ſupinely laid F al 

i Behold t hy low'd expecting Maid "oy Y 


In tremor , bluſhes , half in tears, V 
Much, much ſhe wiſhes , more ſhe ſears; A 
Tale, take her to thy faithful arms, : 
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 Hymen beſtows thee all her charms. 


| 
1 
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Heaw'n to thee bequeaths the Fair 

To raiſe thy joy, and lull thy care. 
Heav'n made grief, if mutual, ceaſe ; 
But joy, divided, toencreaſe. | 
To mourn with her exceeds delight , 
Darkneſs with her, the joys of light. 


605880 
Riſe 5 ariſe great dead for Arms renown'd , 
Riſe from your Urns , and ſave your dying ſtory: 
Your deeds will be in dark oblivion drown'd , 


For Mighty William ſeizes all your Glory. 


Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds , 
Again Britannia bleeds ; 85 
To glorious Death, or comely wounds, 

Her Godlike Monarch leads, 


Pay 
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Pay us, kind Fate, the debt you owe , 
Celeſtial Minds from clay untye , 
Let coward Spirits dwell below , 
And only give the brave to die. 


Lor. Brum. Now Gentlemen let the miſcries 
which I have but miraculouſly eſcap'd , admoniſh 
you to have always inclinations proper for the ſtage 
of life you're in. Don't follow Love when Na- 
ture ſeeks but eaſe : Otherwiſe you'll fall into a 
Lethargy , to your dishonour „when warm purſuits 
of Glory are over with you; for Fame and Reſt 
are utter oppoſites. 

You who che path of Honour make your Guide, 
Muſt let your Paſſion with your blood ſubſide ; 
And nountim'd Ambition, Love , or Rage 
Employ the moments of declining Age: 

Elſe Boys will in your preſence loſe their fear, 
And laugh at the Grey-head they ſhould revere- 


The End of the fifth AR. 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Lord HARD. 
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All that can move the Soul , or can aſſꝛvage, 

Are drawn in miniature of life the Stage. 

Here you can view your ſelves, and here is ſhown 

To what you're born, in ſufferings not your own. 

The Stage to Wiſdom's no fantaſtick way, 

Athens her ſelf learnt Virtue at a Play. 

Our Author me to-night a Soldier drew : 

But faintly writ what warmly you purſue, 

To his great purpoſe , had he equal fire , 

He'd not aim to pleaſe only, but inſpire. 

He'd ſing , what hovering Fate attends our Iſle: ; 
And from baſe pleaſure rouſe to glorious toil, . 
Full time the Earth to a new deciſion brings; : 
While William gives the Roman Eagle wings, | 

With Arts and Arms ſhall Brittain tamely end, 
Which naked Pits ſo bravely could defend? 

The painted Heroes on ih Invaders preſs , 

And think their wounds addition to their dreſs. 
In younger wears we've been with conqueſt bleſt , | 
And Paris has the Brittiſn Yoke confeſs d; ö 
T1s't then in England, in loft England known , | 
Her Kings are nam'd from a revolted Throne, 
But we offend-«-You no examples need, 

In imitation of your ſelves proceed; 

Tis you your Country's Honour muſt ſecure , 

Be all your Actions worthy of Namure. 

With gentle Fires your Gallantry improve , 
Courage is brutal if untouch'd with Love. | 

Iſoon our utmoſt bravery's not diſplay'd , | 

Think that bright Circle muſt be Captives made. | 

Let thoughts of ſaving them our toils beguile, 

And they reward our labours with a ſimile. 
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